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CHAPTER i: 



DOBBIH AND THE IMP. 

WELL, Lucy,' said Mr. Edwin 
Lyle to his wife, as one day 
the pair stood at their own 
ball door, watching the 
gambols of their children on 
the lawn, — 'well, Lxicy,-what- 
ever may be the lot of all 
these cliildren of ours, we 
have been allowed to give 
them one good tiling, that no 
one can take from them — a 
very happy childhood to look 
back npon.' 

'And a good name, Ned,' replied Mrs. Lyle, looking 
affectionately at him. ' Not a bad inheritance.' 

At the time when these words passed between this 
worthy pair, it seemed likely that Mr. Lyle would be able 
to provide for his daughters, and to start his sons in life, 
leaving a fair inheritance to his eldest son, his tall name- 
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sake Edwin, For Mr. Lyle was then a prosperous man, 
as well as a very happy one. Uis small but beautiful and 
highly-cultivated farm had come down from father to son 
for many generations, and since long before his day the 
Lyles had held a lease of a much larger farm in the neigh- 
bourhood. Numerous younger sons of the fanuly had 
gone out into the world, and there done well, as merchants, 
sailors, engineers, soldiers, — every honest calling, in fact. 
And dozens of fair-haired, good-tempered, active maidens 
of the Lyle race had been married in the little grey church 
not far off, and had made excellent wives to the lucky men 
who married them ; so Mr. Lyle felt no fear, though he 
certainly had a great number of children. 

Yalehead farm was celebrated for its cattle and its 
ponies. 'Mr. Lyle's well-known Eose stock' carried oflf 
prizes at every cattle show in the west of England ; they 
were named Bose, Bosebud, Bosemary, Bosette, Bosine, 
Bosabel, Bosamund, and any other name beginning with 
Bose which the ingenuity of the family could suggest. 
Then the ponies — small, active, somewhat fiery little beasts 
— ^the herd was a sight which people came some way to 
see — the best and prettiest ponies in the world, and always 
commanding high prices. 

Of courae, with dozens of ponies to be had for the trouble 
of catching, the young Lyles rode a good deal, and were 
fearless riders. Ah me ! what merry rides they had, and 
what a noisy set they were ! By the time this story begins 
there were thirteen of them, eight boys and fivegirls,^ — 
Lucy being the oldest of all, baby Dora the youngest. The 
first-named was twenty years old, the last, four ; and Bryan 
and Katie, my hero and heroine, were twins, and came in 
about half-way between these two ; they were nearly 
thirteen, their birthday being the 1st of July. 
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Mr. Lyle had reason for his words. A happier set of 
young people could not be found than the young Lyles. 
'Father and mother' were exactly what all fathers and 
mothers ought to be, — rulers, but also friends. They con- 
sidered their children, as well as loved them. They did 
not insist upon every boy and girl being just the same as 
all the rest, but remembered that each was an intelligent 
being, with likings and dislikings, tastes and fancies, powers 
and failings of its very own, quite distinct from the others. 
3o when Lucy at sixteen declared that she had learned as 
much as she cared to know, and would much prefer to 
leave the schoolroom and help mother, now that nursie 
was dead, Mrs. Lyle consented at once, and Lucy was both 
useful and happy. And when Jane, the second daughter 
(but the fourth child), declared that Miss Dormer, the daily 
governess, could not teach her all she wished to learn, and 
that she longed to study music thoroughly, Mr. Lyle sent 
her to a good school at Dresden, and promised that she 
should have all the instruction she wished for. Again, 
when Bryan began to attend the grammar school in the 
vicinity with his brothers, Katie's only consolation was to 
learn whatever he learned, and in this she was indulged, 
although Miss Dormer was a little shocked ; in fact, if the 
truth must be told, Latin and mathematics were not in 
that good lady's line. However, Bryan taught Katie each 
day's lesson, thereby making fair scholars of both twins, — a 
thing which no one would have believed possible at one 
time of their lives. 

For the twins had been an extremely unruly, troublesome 
little pair, and poor old nursie had often declared that she 
would sooner mind six of the others than these two. Poor 
nursie ! whose warm Irish heart loved them the best of all 
and who died when they were about ten years old, with her 
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hand on Bryan's head, and Katie clasped to her bosom. How 
the twins cried 1 It was their first real sorrow. Troubles 
they had had ; and mischances, accidents, and adventures 
enough to fill many volumes ; but sorrow never before, and 
it sobered them wonderfully. Their father declared that 
they were never quite so like monkejrs again. Their 
mother said they had always been at once the bt^ and the 
naughtiest of her children, — the most troublesome, tav most 
unruly, and the most noisy, but at the same time perfectly 
truthful, honourable, fearless, and loving ; no concealment, 
no false shame. She knew, too, as no one eke did, that 
these troublesome twins of hers had a good deal of strength 
of character, and a wonderfully undoubting faith; often 
did she pray that they might never lose it. For with their 
high spirits, hot tempers, and active minds, only faith and 
love could keep them safe in the narrow path along which 
she had led their baby steps, but which in after life they 
must keep or leave by their own free will. 

But I must really get on with my story, which indeed 
can hardly be said to have begun yet. And at the time I 
am now to speak of, Valehead was a changed place. 

At the hall door, where half-a-dozen saddled ponies and 
a couple of roomy phaetons used often to assemble, to 
take the whole family to their merry picnics, a very 
different sight was to be seen one afternoon in Jime 1865. 
One phaeton, drawn by an aged pony with but one eye, 
and one pony with a side-saddle on its back, — this last, 
a wild, malicious-looking little animal, with eyes jumping 
out of its head, and an apparent inability to stand still 
for a moment, — were now to be seen. And instead of a 
healthy, merry crowd of youngsters, marshalled by their 
equally merry and healthy parents, there were only Bryan 
and Katie, and a pale, sweet-looking woman, whom no 
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one would have known to be Mrs. Lyle who had not seen 
her lately. 

Katie had on a riding-habit which a few months before 
had fitted her well, but which was now hardly longer than 
a walking skirt ; to make up for which, there was room 
in it for two such thread-papers as poor Katie was now. 
The twins were curiously like each other, and curiously 
unlike the rest of the family, being .dark-haired and 
brown-skinned, while the rest were regular Saxons. 

' Mother,' said Katie, ' I know you wish Bryan to drive 
home, but might I drive to the station ? Bryan does 
want a ride so much ; we could change the saddle in five 
minutes.' 

' I have no objection, dear, if yon will take the side- 
saddle with you ; but you must not ride the Imp without 
it. And Bryan must drive home ; Aunt Cassie would not 
feel safe with a girl driving.' 

'We'll remember; and I'll, be as polite as — as Jane 
herself could be, if she was here. Bryan, hold the Imp 
while I get yonr saddle.' 

Bryan, who was putting some cloaks into the phaeton, 
came at her call, and took the reins of the Imp, who at 
once tried to bite him. 

* You're a nice beast ! ' ejaculated Bryan. ' Where did 
you learn such manners, I wonder ? ' 

' Here's the saddle, Bryan ; make haste now.' 

The Imp submitted to the change of saddle with won- 
drous meeknei; , merely rolling his eyes in a threatening 
fashion. Then the side-saddle was put into the phaeton, 
and Katie carefully arranged in her seat, and then came 
the mounting of the Imp ! Mrs. Lyle looked on in a 
fright. She used to say once that she had no nerves, but 
she had found out her mistake, poor woman. However, 
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Bryan made a short business of it, for he just sprang 
from the ground into the saddle, and though the Imp set 
off in a sidelong scamper before he had his feet in the 
stirrups, ' that didn't make much odds,' as he would have 
said himself. Little cared bold Bryan whether he had 
stirrups and saddle or a bare-backed pony under him I 
He turned and waved his hand to his mother when he 
reached the first gate, Mrs. Lyle watched her twins until 
they disappeared over the hill, and then, glancing round 
upon what had been her pretty lawn, with well-kept shrubs 
and flower-beds, and tvas now a wilderness, where the 
shrubs peeped out of a tangle of tall grass, she sighed a 
little, and entered the house again. 

' Katie, let Dobbin take his time. We shall want him 
to trot home, if he can.' 

' But the Imp will be fretted to death going at this 
pace.' 

' I think 111 get into the fields and have a good gallop, 
just to take the impudence out of him. He's as fresh as 
he can be.* 

* Do, Bryan ; then perhaps he'll behave himself before 
Uncle Jack and Aunt Cassie. See, there's a good place to 
scramble in. I'll wait for you at the fourth mile-stone, 
or doyou wait for me there.' 

Away went Bryan; dearly he loved a gallop. Bat 
without Katie by his side it was not quite the same 
thing. Katie looked after him. 

'The Imp is very handsome, certainly,' said she to 
herself; ' but what the boys are to do I don't know. Even 
Bryan is nearly too tall for hira ; Ned and "Will couldn't 
ride him ; and none of the others would like him, he's so 
frisky. Oh me ! I wish I could be galloping beside Bryan ! 
O Puck and Mopsie, if we only had you back ! ' 
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She shook her head, and, giving the one-eyed pony a 
hint that he need not actually stand still, she went on, 

' I must mind what I*m doing, or I shall be grumbling. 
you tiresome Dobbin, why do you want to drink ? ' 

She was passing through a little stream which crossed 
the road, and Dobbin not only stopped to refresh himself 
with a drink, but seemed rather inclined to refresh himself 
with a bath also, for he very deliberately prepared to lie 
down in the water. But he had no novice in the art of 
driving to deal with. V^.ry soon did the lazy but meek- 
spirited creature give up the struggle, and continue his 
jog-trot progress. Bryan was waiting at the fourth mile- 
stone. 

* Here you are at last ! * he cried. ' I was almost ready 
to ride back to see if old Dobb had gone to sleep in spite 
of you.* 

*No, he's as much awake as he ever is, old pig! 
Had you a glorious gallop, Bryan ? * 

* Yes and no,* answered the boy, turning his expressive 
little face towards her. 

' Ah ! I understand. But we can't growl, can we, when 
things might have been so much worse ? ' 

* Worse I * cried Bryan, so emphatically that the Imp 
shied; he was otherwise behaving beautifully, Bryan 
thought, walking along beside patient Dobbin. 

'Yes, worse. Bryan, are we not all alive? And, 
after such a dreadful illness, is not that something to be 
thankful for ? * 

* You are right there, Katie ! * cried the boy earnestly. 
* What can we do, you and me ? I hear Ned and Jane 
consulting about some plan of Wilfred's, and I do long to 
find some way to help too. But we are too young for 
anything, Tm afraid.* 
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' I suppose so. Well, we must just do what we are bid, 
and never grumble ; perhaps some way of helping may 
turn up. Let us put it in our prayers at night O dear, 
what t$ the matter with Dobbin ? ' as that patient creature 
uttered a plaintive squeak, and actually broke into a trot 
of his own accord. 

'I declare the Imp has bitten his ear,' cried Bryan. 
' Look, it is actually bleeding I ' 

Poor Dobbin had to be consoled; hLs ear had to be 
washed and tied up in Katie's handkerchief; it was really 
badly bitten. And naturally, after all these delays, the 
twins saw the train puffing away in the far distance, 
having left the station before they reached the top of the 
hill from which it became visible. They looked at one 
another in dismay, and then Bryan, riding up beside poor 
Dobbin, so used his little riding whip that the pace down 
the hill was break-neck, and quite justified a stout elderly 
lady, who was standing in the doorway of the station, in 
screaming to her husband for aid ; only she must have 
known very little about horses (or ponies) not to know 
that screams might have done more harm than good. At 
the sound of her cries, three men, or rather two men and 
a tall, strong-looking lad of perhaps eighteen, came running 
out of the station ; and at the sight of one of these men 
and the lad, the twins set up a joyful yell. 

* Uncle Bryan ! — ^Wilfred ! Will, my dear, aivHt we 
glad to see you ? Bryan, isn't this too happy ? ' 

' Won't Ned envy us ? ' screamed Bryan, as he jumped 
ojBf the Imp's back, abandoning that sweet-tempered 
quadniped to his own devices, while he and Katie, who 
had made one spring into her brother Wilfred's arms, 
hugged first him and then Uncle Bryan to their heart's 
content. And it was not a little hugging that contented 
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IS 



the warm little hearts. The stout lady and the other 
gentleman (who had ' sailor ' written on every inch of his 
person) looked on with broad smiles of sympathy and 
delight, saying one to the other : 
' If only that little lass of ours had been spared to us ! ' 




CHAPTER ir. 

THE DEIVE HOME. 

■Y little rogues, my little rogues I' cried Uncle 
Biyan in a choked voice, as he held the two 
slight creatures in his arms, ' how changed 
you are ! I don't know my two sturdy 
monkeys again. Are all at home as changed as you are ? ' 

' They are not all as much longer,' answered Katie, 
between lai^hing and crying. 

' Eh 1 That savours of the old Katie, I think. But what 
brought you down to the station ? for Will and I fondly 
hoped we were taking you by surprise.' 

' So you did,' answered Bryan ; but Katie's countenance 
suddenly expressed the deepest horror. 

' Bryan 1 Oh, and mother bid us be so careful to bs 
polite ! and we've never so much as looked for Uncle Jack 
and Annt Cassie yet ! ' 

Bryan stared at her dismally. 

' I'd forgotten all about them,' said he candidly. A 
perfect roai of laughter made the whole party turn round 
with a start The lady and gentleman of whom I have 
spoken were close to them, and they were the laughers. 

' Bryan,' whispered Katie, as regardless of grammar as 
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ever were the monks of Rheims, * that's them, and the 
Imp has nin away, and we've been very rude, and what 
on earth are we to do now ? ' 

Before Bryan could offer any suggestion, the strange 
gentleman ceased laughing, and, laying a big brown hand 
on Katie's shoulder, he said in a rich jolly voice, which 
was so pleasant that you could hardly wish it less loud : 

' Hold hard, my little ones. We're the people you were 
to look for; and don't vex yourself, little lass, for I'd 
rather have seen your face of delight when you sprang 
out of the little carriage than all the politeness in Eng- 
land. I'm Uncle Jack, and this is Aunt Cassie ; and now 
tell me your name, and which of the boys is this ? ' 

* You needn't ask. Jack,' said Aunt Cassie ; ' look how 
alike they are. These must be the twins, Bryan and 
Katie, you know. And this will be Wilfred, for you 
remember he was in London.* 

' Right you are, Cassie. Ah, trust a woman for remem- 
bering everything ! Kiss me, little Katie — that's my good 
little lass. Bless the child, what eyes she has ! ' 

Indeed, Katie, in the embarrassment of the moment, 
might almost be said to be all eyes ! She now began to 
introduce the new arrivals to each other, laboriously anxious 
to retrieve her character for politeness. 

'This is Uncle Bryan, sir, and we didn't even know 
that he was in England, so you must forgive us for being 
so happy. Uncle Bryan, this is Captain Mayne, mother's 
uncle, you know. And we were sent here to bring them 
home.' 

Uncle Bryan, a tall, fair man, with long moustaches, and 
a careless, weary air even now, in all the excitement of 
the moment, bowed to the sailor and to the lady, who he 
took it for granted was Mrs. Mayne* Bryan, who had 

B 
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darted away after the Imp, now returned leading him in 
triumph, having found him ia a pond a little way ofT, 
hunting ducks for his private amusement, regardless of 
consequences. Wilfred, who had never spoken since he 
had recognised the twins, and who was making the most 
extraordinary faces in the attempt to conceal his emotion, 
now went to his assistance. 

* Oh, thank you, Will ; the side-saddle's in the phaeton. 
Katie is to ride home. You must go in the cart with the 
trunks; there it is, it came down earlier; and there's 
the porter with 'the trunks. Uncle Bryan must drive 
Dobbin, and Uncle Jack and Aunt Cassie must go with 
him.* 

* And how will you go ? ' asked Wilfred, in so hoarse a 
voice that the boy started. 

* Have you got a sore throat ? * he said, with such a look 
of alarm that Wilfred laughed. 

' Not I, Bryan ; I have not run home to be nursed ; and 
I suppose there's no danger of infection now ? * 

' Oh no ; it was all that nasty old drain, that had been 
ruined by rats, they say. I don't understand why a drain 
in the kitchen could give us all diphtheria, but they say 
it did; and now it is set right again, and there's no danger. 
But oh. Will, there's more changes than that we've all been 
ill!' 

* Don't, boy,' said the elder lad roughly ; ' I shall be 
making an ass of myself if you say a word. You have 
not told me how you are to get home yet.' 

' I must walk, I suppose,' said Bryan. 

' You don't look fit for a five-mile walk this hot day. 
No, no, you must drive Dobbin ; Uncle Bryan can go in 
the cart ; and I'll walk part of the way, and get a lift from 
the cart on the level bits.' 
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' Where are tliey ? * asked Biyan, with a saucy look. 
' Have you forgotten our hills, Will ? * 

The saddle was by this time changed, and now Katie 
was mounted on the Imp, Mrs. Mayne declaring that his 
behaviour made her heart stand still. Uncle Bryan de- 
clined the cart, saying that he and Will would walk up 
together. ' Only, Bryan and Katie, don't say we are 
coming, for we had set our hearts on a surprise.* 

' Well, but I may tell Lucy,' answered Katie ; * because 
you know your rooms must be got ready, and mother is 
so easily tired now.* 

' Very well, tell Lucy. Off with you, little one ; that 
beast does not like standing.* 

Presently the whole party had started, Bryan perform- 
ing feats with his whip which actually induced Dobbin 
to trot, in a slow, unwilling fashion, down the hills ; but 

he revenged himself going up, and in those D shire 

lanes you are always either climbing up a hill or going 
down one. 

' Where is the little girl, Bryan ? ' inquired Mrs. Mayne 
presently. I can see a long bit of the road now, and I 
don't see her anywhere.' 

'I'm sure she is in the fields, ma'am; she wanted a 
good gallop. It's so long since she had a ride, and once, 
— but I suppose you know about the ponies ? ' 

*We know that your father has lost a great many of 
them,' she replied. 

* Nearly all ; and you know those ponies* — not of course 
the very ponies we, knew, but their grandfathers and grand- 
mothers — have been on the farm for ever so long, ever 
since Captain Wilfred Lyle, who was a sailor, brought a 
pair from Shetland. Now, old Dobbin here, and the Imp 
(that*s the one Katie is riding), and one very young 
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one, but she's 9xvcK a little beauty, are all we have 
left/ 

' How did it happen, my lad ? ' said the Captain ; ' tell 
us, if you don't mind.' 

'First there was a sickness among them, and we lost 
a great many of the grown-up ones. Then came the 
dreadful mad dog-day. Oh, sir, that day, how I hate to 
remember it ! Father was ill — ^it was just the time when 
he was at the worst ; and Katie and I had the care of all 
the children. We had taken them out on the lawn, about 
half-way between the house and the river. Suddenly we 
heard shouts, and saw some soldiers and a crowd of 
common-looking men running along the river side with 
pitchforks, and sticks, and things; and when they saw 
us, they called out, " Mad dog ! mad dog ! — ^run, children, 
run ! he's going towards you !*' We didn't dare to scream 
for help because of father, — he'd have jumped up, / know ; 
but we seized the little ones. I carried £die, and Katie 
the baby, and we all ran, — Jack, Alfred, and Charlie ; 
we got into the house and shut the door.' 

' All safe I * said Uncle Jack. 

' Yes ; and I was thinking how glad I was, when Katie, 
who was at the window, came and whispered to me, 
*' Bryan, Jem and Robbie are on the Steeps, counting the 
ponies." We peeped out Something had stopped the 
dog, and the men were getting up with him. Oh, how 
little we knew about what was happening! You know 
the river twists and bends, and the dog, when we first saw 
him, was running along the smooth bit at the edge ; and 
if he kept to that we knew that we could reach the boys 
first. "They'll kill him now!" cried Katie. But no; 
as she said it the beast came out from behind some shrubs 
and ran on towards the steeps, and the men were still a 
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good way behind. Then we saw that Edwin was among 
them.* 

* Why didn't he warn the other boys ? ' 

' He knew nothing about them. He had been sent to 
Yeovil on business, and was only coming back from the 
train when he met the crowd after the dosr, which had 



run off from the cavalry barracks at .* 

' Well, go on, Bryan. What did you do ? * 
'We gave baby to Jack, and made him promise not 
to leave her. We shut them all up in the keeping room, 
and then we crept out and ran, — we can run awful fast, 
Katie and me. We went straight over everything.* 
' And got there in time ? * 

'Only just; and the boys had not even a stick with 
them. So we clambered over the clifiP, into a little cave 
there is there ; and we were safe enough there. After a 
while we heard a shot, and then a shout; so we clam- 
bered up again. Ned had got father's gun and had shot 
the dog; and we stopped to bury him, some of us, 
while Jem ran to see that our dogs had been out of 
the way. We saw Ned whisper to him; and then he 
came and told us that no dog had been about except * — 

Here Bryan suddenly broke down, and burst into a 
hearty fit of crying. 

* Don't mind me,* he said ; ' only he was our own — own 
dog, Katie's and mine. Father gave him to us when 
we were quite little. He had been on the lawn near us, 
though we didn't know it ; and when we ran, he saw the 
dog, and went to meet him, to defend us. For he wasn't 
a quarrelsome dog ; only he saw he must defend us. That 
was what made the mad dog stop, you know; it saved 
us all. And he was badly bitten. And Ned told us 
father would say it was right — it was wrong to risk 
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keeping him; and we thought Katie would die, nearly. 
Oh, ma'am, Help vxu such a dear dog ! ' 

Aunt Cassie sobbed most heartily in company with 
the boy, and the sailor's kindly eyes were by no means 
dry. 

'Ned was right, my boy,* said he; 'it's too fearful a 
risk to run for any poor dumb creature that has no soul 
to be anxious about. I'm sure Ned was nearly as sorry 
as you were ? * 

' Indeed I think he was. I never remember seeing Ned 
cry before ; and he did cry that evening. Katie says she 
loves him twice as much since that.' 

* But about the poniQS, Bryan ? * 

' Ah I we thought of the dogs, but we never thought of 
the ponies. If father had been well perhaps some of them 
could have been saved. A good many had been bitten 
before Ned came up with the gun. And they go mad just 
the same as dogs, you know. And many that did not go 
mad were so frightened by the others, that they went over 
the cliff into the deep water, and were killed. So when 
father got well he was obliged to sell all that were left, 
nearly. Puck and Mopsie, our ponies, were sold then ; 
but we were so glad they had not been bitten like poor 
Help.' 

'Hard lines,' said the sailor; 'hard lines, boy. But 
you're young; things fall lightly on such as you. It's 
your father and our pretty Lucy that I think of.' 

'Lucy is not the pretty one, sir; 'that's Jane, and 
she's in Dresden.' 

*Ay, ay; but I mean your mother. The sweetest, 
prettiest — wasn't she, Cassie ? ' 

' Mother ! ' cried Bryan, half angry. ' Oh, mother is— 
just herself ! * 
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' As pretty as ever,' said the Captain, quite unconscious 
of the ofifence he had given to the queer boy-mind. 

' I don't know, sir ; but she is just mother, you know; 
Here's our gate, and there's Katie waiting for us.' 

Katie rode up, her cheeks glowing and her eyes dancing, 
— a good gallop was such a delight, and she could enjoy 
it thoroughly, knowing that Bryan had had one too, 

' Bryan, dear, lend me your handkerchief. I want one, 
and mine is tied round Dobbin's ear.' 

You would not call this much of a joke, would you ? 
But in the pleasure of meeting again it seemed quite a 
good one to Bryan and Katie, and their laugh set the 
others laughing too. So they arrived at the hall door in a 
cheerful state of mind. There stood Mrs. Lyle, and with 
her her eldest daughter Lucy ; and in the hall, seated in a 
big arm-chair, was Mr. Lyle. At the sound of wheels, 
three tall, thin, pale lads came hurrying round the comer 
of the house ; these were Edwin, James, and Eobert, and, 
delicate as they still looked, they were so much better 
than they had been, that their mother almost thought they 
looked like themselves again. Captain Mayne jumped 
out of the phaeton before it stopped, with a cheery, ' Hurra, 
Lucy ! * Mrs. Mayne bundled out after him ; and great 
were the hand-shakings and warm the greetings on both 
sides. 

' It was so kind of you to come away from your new 
house to see us,' murmured Mrs. Lyle. 

* Who should see after you in your trouble, Lucy, if not 
your own flesh and blood ? "What a time it is since we 
were here ! This tall fellow Ned was the baby, and Lucy 
here was only just toddling about. But it wouldn't have 
been so long if we'd ever had time for a visit. What's 
that old song you used to sing for me, Lucy ? — " Oceans 
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broad between us roared since auld lang syne," — that 
came true, didn't it? Well, well! to see our Lucy with such 
a troop about her ! And w^here's Lyle ? * 

' Come in to him, uncle ; come in, Aunt Cassie ; he has 
to use crutches still, and I'm afraid of the dew for him.' 

She led them into the hall, and the rest were all fol- 
lowing, when Bryan laid liis hand on Lucy's, whispering, 

* Stop a bit — ^we've something to tell you.' 

The secret was confided to her. Lucy started and 
brightened up. 

' Dear old Will ! we didn't know he could be here so* 
soon.' 

* What ! did you know he was coming, Lucy ? * said the 
twins with one voice. . 

' Yes ; he wrote to Ned.' 

' Oh ! we see ! and please, why didn't you tell us ? Did 
you want it kept secret, and think that we couldn't keep 
ti secret ? ' 

And the peppery little couple looked desperately hurt 
and dignified. But no one better knew the value of a 

* soft answer ' than did gentle Lucy Lyle. 

' Indeed, I think we ought to have told you,' she said ; 
'but you see you have been out so much, and when 
mother was by we couldn't talk of it. The boys have 
some plans which they have been writing about, and Jane 
wrote to me. Don't be angry, Bryan; we must not be 
angry with each other now, just for a mistake.' 

* It wasn't nice of you, all the same,' remarked Katie. 
'Not knowing things makes one look like a fooL And 
did you know Uncle Bryan was coming too ? * 

' No ! I am sure none of us did ; at least, no one told 
me. I must run now .and get things ready ; and suppose 
you drive to meet them ? they'll be tired enough,* 



THE DRIVE HOME, 25 

'So we will! Here, Katie, III run round with the 
Imp to the stables ; it will be pleasanter for you and me 
to go together in the carriage/ 

Uncle Bryan and Wilfred Lyle had walked along the 
well-known road in silence for some time. Wilfred was 
always a silent fellow, but the elder gentleman was quite 
the reverse, and, after several glances at his nephew, he 
spoke at last. 

' It is odd enough that you and I should meet accident- 
ally, and then fall in with this old couple/ 

* Yes ; I didn't know they were expected,* said Wilfred. 
His voice was still uncertain, and his uncle saw that he 
was greatly agitated. In the kindness of his heart he 
must needs talk to cheer him; whereas poor Will only 
longed to be left alone, to gaze his fill on the places where 
his bright young life had been spent, and which he saw 
now for the first time in sorrow and heaviness of heart. 

* I suppose y(M have a holiday, Will, — a good long one, 
I hope. I only ran over to see them for a day or two, 
now that it is safe to venture near them again.' 

Tve given up my profession, Uncle Bryan. I told 
Mr. Stedman how things stood, and he cancelled my 
indentures.' 

' But why did you do that ? ' 

' I cost my father more than a hundred a year. I'm a 
strong fellow, surely I can earn my bread. We have a 
plan, we elder ones. I'm glad you are here to help us 
with father.* 

' He does not know, then ? * 

' No ; but I know he won't be angry. I don't mean 
help in that way, but to cheer him up.' 

Uncle Bryan stopped short, and gazed at the lad for a 
moment, then walked on again quickly. 
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' Ah, Willy how can / cheer him ? The sight of me 
must provoke him. If I had been like him, should I not 
be this day in a position to help him 1 Ay, for that matter, 
if I had done my duty he would not want help so much. 
And to think that from sheer laziness and want of pluck 
I let everything go, thinking myself a hero if I occasion- 
ally made an effort to save my poor Boland, and failing 
even in that, as I deserved to faiL Will, whatever any of 
you may have to bear, you have one blessing, — ^you did 
not bring it on yourselves.* 

* No,' said Will ; ' father always was — always did — ^there 
never was any one like father. Only,* and the lad's voice 
sank to a whisper, ' it does seem hard — don't it, now ? ' 

' Speak to your mother about that. Will ; she'll tell you 
that those most loved are chastened ; but such talk comes 
badly from a fellow like me. Why, here are the twins 
come back for us ! Good children, for I was getting very 
tired.' 

' Get in, Will ; you'll drive. When you get home, tie 
Dobbin to the hook at the door, and I'll take him round 
when we get home,' said Bryan. 

' No, no ; we'll all pack in somehow. Katie and I can 
squeeze into the back seat. Will, you can get in beside 
Bryan.' 

Four people ! poor Dobbin groaned with anguish as he 
set off once more. 

' Well, little Katie ! this is not very like the arrivals 
that you and I can remember.' 

Katie looked up, her dark eyes full of earnestness. 

* Don't say things like that. Uncle Bryan. We are all 
well again ; we must not grumble. Do, Uncle Bryan, try 
to cheer father and mother. Tell them none of us mind 
anything, if he will only get strong, and not look sad.' 
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Uncle Bryan kissed the little eager face, and answered, 
' My brave little Katie ! Ill remember, little one ; trust 
me. 1*11 be a good boy/ 

'And we kept your secret,' said Katie. ' No one knows 
except Lucy. And here she is, waiting for us. Take 
them in, Lucy ; we must put up old Dobbin. I do hope 
father will be pleased now ! ' 




CHAPTER III. 

will's plans. 

■HE next day was warm and pleasant, and the 
twins succeeded in coaxing tbeir father to come 
out into the sunshine. The fresh air was good 
for him ; but he, poor fellow, shrank from the 
altered look of the place, and was as yet too weak to &et 
about restoring order. He walked up and down before the 
house, leaning on the two young things, one on each side ; 
and if merry chatter could have kept him from thinking 
of the weeds in the gravel, and the over-grown garden, 
assuredly he would have been so kept, for the twins 
performed a duet of fun and laughter which was won- 
derful to listen to ; not less wonderful to Captain Mayne, 
because he could see that Katie's hright eyes were some- 
times full of tears, though she kept her shady hat over her 
face. Mr.. Lyle was soon tired, and went into the old- 
fashioned keeping-room, where he established himself in 
his easy chair. Here soon gathered the rest of the party, 
and the twins volunteered to take the ' young fry,' as they 
saucily called all the children younger than themselves, 
out for a walk, that mother and Lucy might be free to 
chat to their visitors. 
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Before I go any further, I must explain than Uncle 
Bryan, who was Mr. Lyle's younger brother, had met with 
reverses enough, but they had not been caused by his 
brother's misfortunes. When he arrived at man's estate, 
he had decided to go into business, and a clerkship had 
been procured for him in a great house in London. For a 
time he did pretty well, but he was unfortunately very 
fond of amusement, and by no means fond of work. like 
many another country lad, he had fancied that he had only 
to come to London to make a fortune ; and when he found 
that he had to work hard in order to gain a modest livelihood, 
he was greatly disgusted, and felt ready to take any short cut 
to fortune which presented itself. Being in so temptable a 
humour, you may be sure that a temptation came in his 
way, for we have an enemy who seldom throws away an 
opportunity. His temptation came in the form of the idle 
fancy of Miss Brown, his master's daughter, for the hand- 
some, good-tempered young clerk. She was many years 
older than he, and was sickly, ill-tempered, and plain. 
Her father was delighted to get rid of her; and young Lyle, 
who was by this time in debt, knew that as his father was 
dead, and his brother married,. he had only to choose be- 
tween hard work and self-denial, and Miss Brown and her 
fortune. She was an only child. So he married her in 
haste, and proved the old proverb true, for he certainly 
repented at leisure. Always lazy, he soon gave up all 
attention to business, leaving it, when his father-in-law died, 
in the hands of a clever manager. He spent his handsome 
income generously, for he was the kindest creature in the 
world, kind even to his exacting wife. They had but one 
child, Eoland, whom his mother petted and tyrannized over 
alternately. Eoland had not his father's sweet sunny temper, 
and as he grew up the scenes between him and his mother 
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were sometimes terrible, so much so that the boy was glad 
to go into a business house in Liverpool to get away from 
home. Then came a depression in business, incapable if not 
dishonest management, and finally ruin. Mrs. Bryan Lyle 
had about three hundred a year which she had inherited 
from her mother ; all the rest was swept away. They went 
abroad, and lived an idle, aimless life in a French town 
where there was an English colony. Young Boland soon 
afterwards left his situation, and disappeared ; he had not 
since been heard of. This was the first time Uncle Bryan 
had visited Valehead since his misfortunes. 

' Well,' said Captain Mayne, ' I*m glad the youngsters 
have gone off, for I want to hold a palaver, as the niggers 
say, — I want to hear all about your misfortunes, 
Lyle.' 

' There is not much to tell that you don't know, sir,' said 
Mr. Lyle, with a sigh. 

' No ; but I want to understand better. Cassie and I, 
as you know, look upon Lucy as our own child, and we 
have a right to offer to help her husband. So we want to 
know what your plans are for the future — ^for the boys, 
you know.' 

' Plans, Uncle Jack,' said Mrs. Lyle, looking round ; 
' they must all get well before they have any plans. Just 
look at Wilfred among them all j he is the only one that 
has a right to a plan, in my mind.' 

' Poor Will says he feels quite ashamed of himself,' said 
tall, thin Ned, ' for being so brown and so stout. But %vt 
say it's pleasant to see a brother who does not look like a 
ghost.' 

' How did it all happen ?' said Aunt Cassie. 

* That is soon told,' said Mr. Lyle. ' First, you know 
that Valehead is only a small farm, small for these days at. 
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least. Our ponies were a certain income; but the true 
secret of our prosperity lay in the fact that for nearly a 
hundred years we have had the land of Holme Park at a 
fair rent. Our lease was just up, but there never had been 
any difficulty about renewing, and I never expected any, 
though I did think the rent might be raised. But the Earl 
refused to renew; and it was sudden, of course, and a 
great loss. There is no land to be had in the neighbour- 
hood, and the farm here won't support such a family as 
mine, even if all went well with it.' 

* Bryan told us about the ponies,' said Uncle Jack. 
' That was a terrible affair. Poor little chap, I quite felt 
for him.* 

' Ah yes ! poor Help. Bryan and Katie loved that dog 
as if he were a third self. I once heard Katie telling him 
so. Indeed, he was a grand creature.' 

' Died in his duty,' said the old Captain. ' Dog or man 
could ask no better fate. But go on, Lyle, tell us the 
rest.' 

' You've read the book of Job, sir ? I declare I often 
think it was very like that; only, Lucy, we did not 
lose our young ones, so the rest was more easily borne. 
First, we had a terrible sickness among the cattle. I 
think being kept altogether on the Valehead land did 
not suit them. One after another sickened and died. I 
couldn't even sell, it was so infectious. I had the finest 
herd in the country. Well, I have a calf left, haven't I, 
Ned?' 

'Three, sir,' said Ned, 'thanks to Bryan and Katie. 
After the rest of us were ill, they nursed those three as 
well as any one could have done it' 

* And you were ill yourself at the same time, were you 
not ? ' said Aunt Cassici 
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* Got a chill one night while the poor cows were ill, and 
had rheumatic fever. I hardly think I shall ever be the 
same man again. Then, while I was still very weak, Ned, 
Bob, and Jim got diphtheria ; so did Lucy. Bryan and 
Katie got it when the others were nearly well. Edith was 
the last ; the others escaped.' 

' A chapter of accidents and misfortunes,' said Captain 
Mayne, ' enough to make any man feel down on his luck. 
But cheer up, Lyle, you're a young man yet ; you'll be as 
strong as ever again, with a little care. And these lads 
of yours, — well-educated and well-principled, — ^they only 
want a start in the world to do well. I know you've 
been a prudent man, though with such a family one 
can't save much; but much or little, it will come in 
handy now. And there's Lucy's five hundred pounds 
too. Come, let us consult how the money will be most 
useful.' 

Mr. Lyle look pained and embarrassed. His brother 
covered his face with his hands, and Mrs. Lyle said 
quickly : 

' Our savings. Uncle Jack, and my fortune were lost in 
the failure of our brother's house. He lost all he had him- 
self, poor fellow, and' — 

' And deserved to lose it, Lucy,* put in Uncle Bryan, 
looking up. ' Don't make me more ashamed of myself than 
I am, my dear, by making excuses for me. I'm no rogue, 
Captain Mayne, and when I have said that, I've said all 
that can be said in my own favour. I deserve to be hung 
for my idle carelessness, bringing ruin to those I meant to 
serve.' 

Captain Mayne's sunburnt face lengthened consider- 
ably. 

' Savings gone 1' he muttered. ' Lucy's little portion lost ! 
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Dear, dear! breakers ahead, and no wind — ^any there is, 
dead ashore — no lifeboat.* 

'We'll make a raft, then, Uncle Jack,' said Wilfred 
cheerily. 

' Well said, youngster, well said. Now, how old are you, 
my lad ? ' 

' Eighteen, sir.' 

' Too old to go to sea. That's a pity now. I could help 
you in that way, and you'd make a good sailor. I like 
your spirit.' 

' Take one of the younger ones, sir/ said Will. ' But, 
father, about this raft. May we tell you what we elder 
ones have been thinking of?' 

* Yes, my boy. But you are settled, you know. I'm 
thankful that your premium and poor Jenny's education 
came out of the savings, anyhow.' 

' Father, I don't know what you'll say to me. Ned and 
Jim, and Eob and I, with Lucy and Jane to help us, have 
been having great consultations, and for the first time, 
father, — ^please remember that it is the first time, — ^we kept 
a secret from you and mother, and acte4 without your leave. 
You see, father, Ned wrote to me about the way you were 
in. He said that between illness and anxiety he thought 
you would never get well, unless you could see some way 
out of our troubles. Ned was in such a taking about you, 
sir, that I believe he was half sorry that they all got 

well, thinking that you would have had fewer to think 

of.' 

' Wilfred ! ' cried Ned, ' hold your tongue ; you always 

were the fellow for making out a story. What I said, 

father, was, that you had done more for us than most men 

in your position do for their sons, and that now we ought 

to make our own way in the world, and not hang upon 

c 
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you a day longer than we could help it. And I said that 
I thought that if you saw a hope of getting on in the old 
place, even in a poor way, it would be better than medicine 

to you ; but that if you had to sell Valehead So then 

we consulted, we elder ones.' 

' Ay,' said the farmer, ' and what did you think of, my 
boy? I have hardly dared to think yet. We have — 
been so happy.' 

The once strong and hearty voice broke down, and he 
put his thin hand over his eyes. 

' Father,' said his eldest daughter Lucy, crimsoning at 
the sound of her own voice, but going on bravely, * I once 
heard you say to mother, that whatever happened to us, 
we had a very happy childhood to remember, and mother 
added, " and a good name ; " and that is true, father, and 
you gave us both. I think all the happiness we've had 
together ought to make us strong now.' 

' I say, Cassie, isn't that just our Lucy over again ? ' 
roared the Captain in great delight. *Lyle, whatever 
you've lost, you've great blessings left.' 

' Truly I have, sir. Well, boys, what do you want to 
do ? for I perceive that you are boiling over with 
plans.' 

*Yes, father,' said Wilfred. 'To begin with, then. 
The farm here won't support fifteen people comfortably 
now that we've lost the ponies. But if you, sir, had say 
five cows and a bull of the old Eoses, and the three calves, 
to begin again with, and a few ponies, and the sheep, — 
they are doing well, Nisd says, — you'd have the beginnings 
of a stock. Mother and Lucy would manage the dairy 
and the house ; you and one of us, with occasional help, 
the farm.' 

' But what is to become of the rest ? ' asked Mr. Lyle, 
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half vexed, half interested, for. it was plain that Wilfred 
knew what he had to say, and that the other young ones 
knew all about it too. 'The twins, and the younger 
children, and Jenny, — my poor pretty Jenny, I must bring 
her home, — and two of the boys. Will ; you spoke of one 
remaining here/ 

' Dear father, have patience with us. If our plan is all 
folly, we will take your word for it, only let us tell you all 
about it.* 

' I will listen, Will, and don't think that I am annoyed. 
I'm only afraid that your young heads don't take in all 
the difficulties. For even to buy back the small stock 
you mention one must have some capital.' 

'Yes, father,' said Will very meekly. * I'm coming to 
that. You paid three hundred pounds to Mr. Stedman 
for me, you know. I went to him and told him all ; 
he's the best and kindest of masters. He said he was 
sorry to lose me, but that I was doing right, and he gave 
me back two hundred and fifty, and cancelled my in- 
dentures. So that's a little nest egg, father, for you to 
begin with.' 

'Wilfred, my boy, you ought not to have done this. 
Your whole future life— you Uked your work so much. 
Lucy, do you hear this ? ' 

' I do, my dear. It's no more than I expected of 
my good Will. I'm not surprised, boys, not a bit sur- 
prised.' 

' And you know I could not stay, father ; I have been 
with him but a few months, and for years you'd have to 
dress and clothe me. Well, but I must get on. Here's 
Jenny's letter ; of course we wrote to her about it all, and 
she wrote this ; and I'm not ashamed of Jenny, I must 
confess. She says : 
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' " My deab Will,— Of course we must all help, we 
elder ones who can. If I went home I could teach the little 
girls, no doubt ; but I suspect that Eatie would rather learn 
from Bryan, and Edie and baby are too young to want a 
first-rate governess. And that, dear Will, is what I am ; 
don't think it is only a bit of my vanity, for it is what 
they tell me here. They have found me a good situation, 
— a widow lady who lives in Eipon. She has three girls, 
the eldest thirteen, and I am to have ninety pounds a year 
at first, and a hundred if I stay. I am to go in three 
weeks, so I am making arrangements for going home, to 
get dear father and mother's consent, and to see them all. 
I have been giving music lessons here for the last few 
months, so that I have saved some money ; I meant it 
for a surprise when I went home, but now you had better 
tell father about it when you give him yoiirs. It is only 
thirty pounds, because I keep enough for my two journeys, 
and to get some clothes. I grudge this last expense, but 
Lady Vernon's governess must not be dressed like a school 
girl. She was quite horrified when I told her my age, but 
fortunately I look quite womanly, and she wants good 
music and German so much. I do hope I shall get on. 
It will be a change from my delightful life here and at 
home, but then I shall be helping them. Good-bye, dear 
Will. I cannot leave this until the 20th, so shall have 
but a few days in the dear, dear old home. — Your affec- 
tionate sister, Jin." ' 

' Upon my word, Lyle,' said Captain Mayne, ' you're a 
man to be envied, in spite of your losses.* 

* Indeed I am,' Mr. Lyle replied. ' Lucy, had any one 
ever such children as ours ? Our pretty little Jane ! Not 
a murmur, but at once, " What can I do, and how much 
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can I spare ? " Go od, Will. You are putting heart in me. 
I'm ashamed to be less brave than my children.* 

' Well/ said Will, ' that's all the money, father, that we 
can scrape together, and we know it is little enough. 
But now for the rest of our plan. Mr. Stedman has a 
brother settled in Australia on a great sheep farm. He 
has lost two sons, and the one remaining wants to be a 
painter, so he wants to get two or three lads, strong, 
hardworking, with a little knowledge of farm work, and 
good riders, to go out to him. And three of us could 
go. He would pay our passages ; we should want but a 
small outfit, and we should be off your hands, father, 
earning money to send home, and perhaps preparing your 
way out there, if after all it comes to selling Valehead, 
which,' added the boy in a lower voice, ' may God forbid. 
It only remains to be settled who is the lucky fellow to 
stay with you.' 

* It must be Ned,' said the two hitherto silent boys, 
Jem and Kobert. ' Ned will be of the most use to father, 
and he is the eldest. It must be Ned.' 

Mrs. Lyle had been gazing round in dumb dismay for 
some time ; at last she found her voice, and remarked in 
a solemn tone : 

' Boys, I don't like this at all.' 

Something in the simple way in which she said it made 
them all smile, but poor mother was in serious earnest ; 
and, after trying in vain to say more, she fairly 'lifted 
up her voice and wept' Great was the consternation. 
Mother crying! mother, who had cheered them all 
through so much suffering — who had never lost courage 
when her husband lay helpless in one room, and five of 
her children in diphtheria in another — who had never 
shown them her dear face without mother's own smile 
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upon it And oli, what smile is like mother's ? The young 
Lyles felt that this was the end of all things, and, led by 
Lucy, they followed mother's example ; and the unwonted 
sounds of bitter weeping awoke the echoes of the keeping- 
room of Valehead faroi. 




CHAPTEE IV. 

THE BIEDS LEAVE THE KEST. 

A PATTER of feet 
JD the hall ; the 
door Ijursta open, 
and enter Bryan 
and Katie with 
terror -stricken 
faces. 

' What has hap- 
pened ! Are you 
hurt 7 is Jane ill ? 
mother, O mother, 
what aOs you ? ' 

The poor twins ! 
they had been on 
the lawn with the 
little ones when the unusual sounds had reached them. 
Yet even in her alarm Katie had the baby clasped safely 
in her arms. Nothing could have restored the party to 
self-conamand so quietly, perhaps, as to have to console 
and reassure the twins, which was no easy matter. Lucy 
went out to see after the children on the lawn, leaving 
Bryan and Katie to hear the family plans ; Katie kept 
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the baby» because she was asleep. When quiet was 
restored, Mr. Lyle told the twins all that bad passed, and 
Wilfred asked his mother if she really objected to the 
Australian plan. 

* No, my dear,* she said ; ' I was taken by surprise, and 
spoke foolishly. You are all trying to do right, and your 
father must decide. You must not mind what I said at 
first* 

' Well,' said Bryan, * I suppose Fm too young, am I ? 
and there's Katie too ? What can we do, father ? I know 
Jack and Charlie and Alf must go to school still, but 
they are in the lower school, so there is less to pay. But 
I am in the upper now, and — ^is there anything, father, 
that Katie and me can do ? ' 

' Now*s your time. Jack Mayne ! * said the Captain, 
giving himself a sounding thump on the chest. * Yes, 
Cassie, I understand. Just so, dear — ay, ay — eh ? ' 

He nodded at his wife, and she at him, and they seemed 
to understand each other perfectly. 

'Listen to me, all of you. Cassie and I have no 
children ; one little lass we had, and she died. She was 
just your age, Lucy. You were married, my dear, and we 
never dreamed of all these misfortunes. So, having no 
one to save for, we have not saved much, — enough to 
make Cassie independent if I go first, and not much more 
than enough. We came here to see if we could help you, 
and to offer a berth aboard my ship to one of your lads. 
Five hundred pounds, Lyle, is little enough to begin the 
world with, but with the chance of some stormy night 
making a widow of my old lady, I must hold my hand. 
But 1*11 make up the sum these young things have got 
together to that ; and good luck go with the money, old 
fellow, and may you be a prosperous man again ! And 
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these big fellows are too old for the sea ; but this chap, 
Master Bryan here, he's the very cut of a sailor, and 
Katie is the very lass to cheer up my old lady when I leave 
her. They are too young for work, and, as Bryan says, 
too old to be contented not to help. If you will give me 
Bryan and Katie, Lyle and Lucy, 1*11 make a sailor of 
Bryan, with God's help, and Katie '11 be a companion and 
a comfort to Cassie when I'm at sea. You know poor 
Cassie is not to go with me any more, so the doctors say, 
and she was frightened to death at the notion of being left 
alone. We'll consider the twins as our own children, and 
leave 'em all we have in the world.' 

A dead silence followed the Captain's oration. No one 
moved, no one spoke. The twins looked as if turned to 
stone. At last Katie slowly rose and laid the baby on her 
mother's knees; then she marched up to the astonished 
Captain, and said slowly and distinctly : 

*I Imte you!' 

* Katie ! ' said Bryan. 

* Yes, Bryan, I know it's a sin ; but if I hadn't said that 
I must have died. Come out, Bryan.' 

The pair went out hand in hand. 

* Eh ! * said the Captain, ' I never expected anything but 
that Bryan would be ready to jump out of his skin with 
delight, and he looked ready to drop. And the little 
vixen, how heartily she said it ! Pretty little lassie ! she 
will get fond of us after a time. Why, Lucy, you're 
crying again ! ' 

* Uncle Jack, you are very, very kind; but you don't 
know Bryan and Katie. I sometimes think they'd die if 
they were parted, even for a time. And oh, uncle, how 
can I part with them ? My bonnie twins, they are the 
very light of the place ! ' 
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* Lucy, my lass, you'd thiuk the same of any two we 
wanted to take from you. The next boy is too young for 
my purpose, and there is no other girl that you could 
spare who would be any comfort to Cassie. Why, the 
boy himself was asking what he could do.' 

Mrs. Lyle shook her head, and Mr. Lyle looked distressed. 
At last Wilfred said : 

* Father, let them decide for themselves. You couldn't 
urge it, and you would not send them against their will. 
But I know the twins pretty well, and I believe they'll 
talk it over, and that they'll see it's right to go. Just 
leave them alone.' 

' I believe you are right. Will ; certainly I couldn't urge 
them. Thank you. Uncle Jack, for the offer, and still 
more for not being offended with my wild little Katie, 
and I hope you will allow the matter to remain as it is 
for a day or two.' 

* All right,' said the Captain ; ' and if I saw any other 
way of helping you I'd take it, believe me. But you see 
Bryan is at just the right age for the sea, they are not of 
use at home, and two less to clothe and feed is some- 
thing.' 

'Quite true,' said Mr. Lyle, with a sigh, 'and yet — I 
hope it is not weak of me — I really could not insist, upon 
those children going.' 

' They'll never go ! ' said Uncle Bry^n suddenly from 
the corner to which he had retired, and where he had been 
making himself quietly miserable all this time. 

'You'll find they will,' said Wilfred. 'Once let those 
two see that a thing is right, and they'll do it.' 

* It will kill them,' said Uncle Bryan. 

' No ; they'll do it, and bear it like the little bricks they 
are,' persisted Will. ' I know the twins.' 
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' Now remember/ said Mrs. Lyle earnestly, * no one is 
to say a word to them about it, either one way or the 
other.' 

* Come along, boys,' said Ned, standing up and stretching 
himself (which was by no means necessary), ' let us go and 
clear the flower-beds on the lawn. Will, you could mow 
the grass, — I couldn't do that yet. Let's get things a little 
to rights for poor mother, — they look so horrid,' 

The boys set to work with a will, and after a time they 
were joined by Bryan and Katie, who worked hard, but in 
dead silence. They were pale and grave, but not a word 
did they say. Presently they asked their mother to give 
them some dinner in a basket ; and, having got it, they 
disappeared altogether. Wilfred reported that they were 
in the cave in the Steeps. They came home very late, 
said good-night in a hurried manner, and went off to bed. 
Mrs. Lyle took some milk from the supper table and went 
after them ; but Bryan drank the milk in silence, kissed 
her, and turned away; while Katie, to whom she then 
went, was in bed, and either was asleep or pretended to 
be so. 'Mother's' heart was sore for her twins that 
night. 

Next day the pair disappeared again after breakfast, 
and were seen no more, until in the cool of the evening 
they walked into the keeping-room, where most of the 
party were gathered. Katie left Bryan's side and went up 
to Captain Mayne. 

' Uncle Jack,' she said, ' will you forgive me ? I was 
very wrong to say that.' 

* Forgive you, my pretty ! That I do. You didn't mean 
it ; 'twas only just the surprise.* 

* I meant it then,' she said ; ' but I was very bad. Thank 
you, Uncle Jack.' 
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'And it's all right/ added Bryan; 'we'll go with you, 
sir — Katie and me, — and we'U try to — ^to please you and 
Aunt Cassie/ 

The poor twins ! their faces were washed away to the 
size of sixpences, as "Will afterwards declared ; their eye- 
lids were sore and swollen, their lips hot and dry. But 
they looked wondrous resolute, and made no noisy demon- 
stration of suffering. Captain and Mrs. Mayne, who of 
course knew nothing of the children save what they had 
seen during the few days of their visit, had no idea what 
the leaving Valehead and the parting one from the other 
would be to the twins; and they were much delight^, 
and spoke out their pleasure freely. 

It was well that there was some one who could speak, 
for neither father nor mother could say a word, and as to 
Uncle Bryan, he hastily left the room. 

Presently Captain Mayne declared that he must have a 
walk and a pipe before tea, and Aunt Cassie trotted after 
him. With a glance at each other, such of the young 
people as were there left the room, and Bryan and Katie 
found themselves alone with their father and mother. 

'Come here, my two darlings,' said Mr. Lyle; 'let us 
talk this matter over. Children, I don't know what to 
say to you. If you remain here, it is to grow up half- 
educated; for before I could afford to do much for you, 
you would be grown-up. And I have no means to provide 
for you, Katie, or to start Bryan in life. We are so many, 
and have had such misfortunes; yet I would rather cut 
off my right hand than part with you, children.' 

' Father, pltoM don't say any more like that,' said Katie 
quickly. 'It doesn't make it any better that you are 
unhappy too. God sends the sorrow. He sent happy 
times first, and we were happy, — weren't we, father ? — and 
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now He sends this, and wo must take it and be good. 
He knows what is best, and I suppose we don't. We only 
know that He loves us.' 

* How do you know that ? ' said Mr. Lyle, half sadly. 
But Katie thought he asked to make sure that she could 
answer, and her reply came readily : 

'He who gave us His beloved Son, shall He not also 
with Him freely give us all things ? ' 

Mr. Lyle glanced at his wife, but neither of them spoke. 
Not for worlds would they have dimmed the brightness 
of the child's simplicity by a word. 

* Katie and I have often said lately that we wondered 
what we could do to help, and we settled to pray for a way 
to do something, and now this way has come ; that's what 
makes us sure we ought to go. We did hope it might be 
something at home, and — and together ; but we must take 
what was given us, — mustn't we, mother V 

But poor mother could only kiss the sweet grave faces, 
and try to be as brave as her children. 

Neither then nor at any other time before they left 
home did any one hear a murmur from Bryan and Katie. 
But Mrs. Lyle knew too well that Katie cried herself to 
sleep every night, and that the ringing laugh and noisy 
shout of the twins were never heard. 

A few days after these events Uncle Bryan came into 
the keeping-room with a letter in his hand. 

* There,' said he to his brother, * read that. I'm not going 
to be the only drone in the Lyle hive. I wrote to 
Stedman, and here's his answer. His brother wants an 
accountant, book-keeper, overseer, or something of that 
kind, and they find it hard to get one. So now you will 
be easier in your mind about your lads, and I shall be 
earning something to help you.' 
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' What, Bryan, you going to Australia too ? ' cried Mrs. 
Lyle, dropping her work. * Oh, I am so glad ! You would 
write if they were ill. IVe been fancying all this time 
that they might all be ill, and no one write to teU me.' 

* But what will Charlotte say ? ' said Mr. Lyle doubtfully. 

* Edwin, don't be afraid. Poor Charlotte! The best 
thing I can do is to go away for a time. She has little 
enough for her own comforts, and I'm afraid I've been a 
disappointment to her. Why, old fellow, you have tried 
again and again to stir me up to work, and now that I'm 
going to begin you look unwilling.* 

' Well, you see I'm afraid you're acting on impulse,' 
began Mr. Lyle. 

* I always do, don't I ? ' interrupted the other, half laugh- 
ing. * So why not rejoice that I've got a good one for once 
in a way?' 

The young people laughed, but Mr. Lyle said : 

* Suppose it only lasts until you are half-way to 
Australia ? ' 

* That would be awkward, for of course I could only step 
overboard. But, seriously, dear Edwin, hold your tongue. 
I'm learning — better late than never. I believe the twins 
finished me, I mean to go to Australia ; I mean to remain 
there ; I mean to work there ; I mean, God willing, to pay 
you back some of the money you lost through me. You 
are the only person who suffered by me, because you had 
lent it to me in a private way, and so did not appear as a 
creditor at all. But I shall pay you, Edwin, unless I have 
even worse luck than usual. And I'll write about the boys, 
Lucy.' 

Mr. Lyle said no more, for truly he thought that no 
hardships could be so bad for his brother as the life he had 
been leading in France. Mrs. Bryan Lyle wrote in a very 
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resigned frame of mind, and sent her husband ten pounds 
towards his outj&t, which was very handsome. 

Wilfred, James, and Eobert, with their uncle, left home 
before Captain Mayne returned from London, whither he 
had gone on business. Jane had arrived a day or so before 
their departure, and set to work to help with the outfit and 
the packing. Loving hands stitched away, and loving eyes 
dropped tears into the boxes with the new clothes. * Is 
this the last thing I shall do for my boys ? * said the poor 
mother, as they closed the last trunk. This first parting — 
for though both Jane and Wilfred had been away before, 
it was but for a time, and they were within reach — was a 
sad business ; but the young people were brave, and their 
parents had confidence in them, and faith in Him whose 
eyes would see their dear ones as well in the Australian 
forest as in the dear familiar fields of Valehead. Jane was 
the next to go. She left home in good heart, and wrote 
word that Lady Vernon was very kind. And then Captain 
and Mrs. Mayne came back for the twins. 

All this time Mrs. Lyle had watched these two in silent 
wonder. Gay the poor children could not be, but they 
were full of unselfish cares for others. To see Katie pain- 
fully instructing little Edith in various little household 
tasks, which had been hers ever since Bryan first went to 
school with his brothers, and the babyhood of the twins 
had been ended; showing the child where * mother' kept 
her stores, which was the key of the store-room, and which 
that of the armoury, as a great cupboard in the keeping-room 
was called (probably from the French ai^moire)^ and teach- 
ing her how to put away the eggs in due order, so that the 
fresh ones might not be used first; while Bryan had as 
much to teach Jack about the proper treatment of the Imp, 
the best way to feed the young calves, and the care of the 
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pigeons. Moreover, be exacted two solemn promises from 
that small boy, which love for Bryan caused to be re- 
ligiously kept, — one, to go and come from school ' as if Jim 
and Bob were there,' and to make Alf and Charlie do the 
same ; the other, to practise no tricks upon the Imp, nor 
to stick pins into poor Dobbin. To see all this, and to 
watch the wistful faces of the children, went to the poor 
mother's heart; threads of silver began to show in her 
brown hair, and her step lost the lightness it used to have. 
But she was no coward, — no children like these ever had a 
coward for their mother, — and she never complained, nor 
said a word to make the trial harder, either to her husband 
or the children. 

So the day came at last. Father and mother, Lucy and the 
* young fry,' were on the hall door steps, while young Edwin 
was to drive the party to the station. The twins shed 
never a tear, they even tried to smile ; but they shivered 
and trembled, and their voices were gone. It was a 
terrible business, — all the worse tor being so quiet ; and 
when the sound of wheels died away, Mrs. Lyle went 
blindly back into the hall, and sank down into the big 
wooden arm-chair, on the arms of which the twins had often 
perched beside her, and there the weary-hearted woman 
fainted away, and frightened her husband and poor Lucy 
out of their senses. 

The poor twins ! how many a time had they merrily 
planned to get a lot of money, and go away by railroad to 
see the world ; and now they were going, and yet how dif- 
ferent it all was from their childish dreams ! At the very 
last, when Captain and Mrs. Mayne were seated, and Bryan 
standing on the step waiting for her, Katie turned suddenly, 
and clung to. Edwin, crying : 

' Ned, my heart is breaking I I can't go, I can't go !' 
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But before Edwin could speak, she let him go, and 
sprang past Bryan into the carriage. And if Captain and 
Mrs. Mayne never beard and saw a hearty fit of crying until 
then, they certainly saw one \ The children held each other 
close, and cried until they fell asleep. Uncle Jack tried 
more than once to comfort; them, but Katie pushed him away, 
and bid him leave them to themselves ; and the poor 
Captain felt aa if he had committed an act of cruelty. 

' Cassie, \a^ woman, what on earth are we to do ?' 

' Let them cry, Jack ; have patience with them. If they 
didn't care or fret, they wouldn't be worth caring for. 
They'll cheer up presently. Poor little things ! it's leaving 
all they love, you know ; but they'll soon forget Children 
always do.' 

Do they indeed, Mrs. Mayne ? I doubt it. 




CHAPTER V. 

'THE MAID OP ATUEKS.' 

HOPE I am not saying too much in praise of 
my little hero and Iieroine. I do not want to 
give the idea of faultless children, because if 
such things exist, I have not happened to 
meet with them as yet ; and one thing is very sure, the 
names of those impossible cherubs are not Bryan and 
Kathleen Lyle. They had plenty of faults, being some- 
what self-willed, hot-tempered, and given to despising what 
they were pleased to call ' Tomnoddy-ish ' folk, by which 
epithet they meant such as were cowardly, helpless, or 

conceited. But they were Well, there, I shall not 

tell you what they were, but leave you to discover it from 
the Btory. 

The new house, of which Captain Mayne was rather 
proud, was one of a row of 'semi-detached villa resi- 
dences,' which pleased the Captain's eye, and satisfied Mrs. 
Mayne very tolerably. Poor Aunt Cassie, who had spent 
thirty years and more in her husband's ships, had a great 
horror of being left ashore by herself ^ The trouble ot 
housekeeping, the wony of servants, — everything, in fact, 
was dreadful to her ; and she dreaded still more the 
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prospect of lying awake at night listening to the wind, 
of which she would have felt no fear on board the good 
ship Maid of Athens with her husband. However, the 
house was pretty and convenient, and had a garden at the 
back, and a strip of grass in front ; also a yard, in which 
Mrs. Mayne meant to keep some hens. A great comfort 
those worthy hens proved presently to Katie, who declared 
that they were the only things that looked natural. To 
her, poor child, for many a day the ' villa residence ' was 
no better than a very dreary prison. Yet she was rather 
pleased when they arrived, late at night, to find that she 
was to have a pretty room all to herself, — ^a dignity to 
which not even Lucy had ever attained at home. The 
chintz curtains, with rosebuds all over them, the looking- 
glass, the round table, with a stand for pens and ink- 
bottle in the middle, — all looked very grand to Katie's 
sleepy eyes. And the bed was most comfortable, and 
Katie too sleepy to miss ' mother's ' visit that first night. 
But things were bad in the morning. In the first place, 
she awoke at half-past five, and got up, being accustomed 
to do so as early as she could. Having dressed herself, 
read her chapter, learned her verse, and said her prayers, 
she went down-stairs ; all was dark, and there seemed to 
be no one stirring. She did not even know where to look 
for Bryan. The hall door was locked, and she could not 
see the key. So there was nothing to do but to return 
to her own room, and sit down to think, — at least that was 
what she did, — think of her mother and all at home ; of 
the boys far away by this time; of Bryan soon to be 
away too. She soon found that such thinking meant 
crying, and cry she did, until presently a knock was heard 
at her door, and Bryan popped in his rough head and 
saucy face. 
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* Katie/ said he, ' it's seven o'clock, and I'm so hungry, 

and there's no one But what's the matter, dear ? Are 

you ill, Katie ? you look real bad, and no mistake.' 

He took her small face between his two hands, and 
gave it a loving squeeze, an endearment which did not 
improve her appearance, giving her rather the look of a 
gutta-percha image. 

* I'm quite well, Bryan, but I woke so early. And it 
seemed to me — that it was like what it's going to be always. 
You not here, and me with nothing to do, and no one to 
love. Bryan, I do feel as if I must write to father, 
and go home ! ' 

' Well, but couldn't you wait a bit ? You see you have 
only just come, — ^you really haven't tried it yet, dearie. I 
know how bad it is for you; and oh, but I'd stay if I 
could ! But Uncle Jack will teach me all he knows, and 
make a sailor of me, and father will have no expense for 
me any more. And there are so many of us, you know. 
I must go, Katie. I've thought and thought, and it always 
ends in that. It is the only right thing to do. But if 
you think you will be too wretched here ' 

' Oh no, no ! don't say any more, Bryan. Not the old 
places without you. Maybe I shall get to love Aunt 
Cassie some day. But you said you were hungry ; let us 
go down-stairs and see what we can find.' 

Down-stairs they went, and they found the maid, a 
young person in crinoline, at whom they gazed with 
admiration and awe. She said that Missus and the 
Capting were up, and that breakfast would be ready in 
five minutes. So the twins went back to Katie's room. 

* I wonder how her gown is made stick out that way ? * 
said Katie ; ' but she's not very careful to tell the truth. 
The water in the kettle wasn't even singing, and it won't 
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boil for some time. And I saw chops going to be done 
too. It will be half an hour or more before we get a 
mouthful, Bryan.' 

' If rd known that I'd have made off with some of those 
mufl&ns she had there; I*m fairly starving/ said Bryan 
with pathos ; ' but it can't be helped. I say, Katie, let's 
do something ; we shan't feel it so much if we're busy/ 

' That's true. Then let us unpack my box, and make 
the bed, and dust the room. Then we'll go and do 
yours.' 

A small measure of cheerfulness returned while they 
arranged Katie's few possessions to the best advantage; 
but either the maid was quicker than they expected, or 
they were slower, for they had not quite finished when 
Aunt Cassie came softly in, under the impression that 
Katie was still asleep. 

* Why, what early risers you are ! ' said she, ' and you so 
tired last night too. You must not think that we are 
often as late as this, for we usually breakfast at seven, but 
we were lazy this morning. Come down now, for break- 
fast is ready/ 

So were the twins; and as they went down, Katie 
whispered : 

'I've learned one thing, Bryan, — ^it would have been 
wiser if I had begun to unpack at once instead of crying ; 
and wouldn't it have been Tomnoddy-ish to write and say 
I must go home before I was well here ? Oh, how good 
breakfast does smell ! ' 

It tasted good too. Bread and milk was what they had 
always had for breakfast hitherto, and so, though they 
were by no means greedy, tea, fresh bread, mutton chop, 
and Scotch marmalade did seem very good. The Captain 
was possessed by a sailor's longing for what he called 
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'green food/ and wonld not touch the marmalade, con- 
suming instead a perfect stack of lettuce and a dozen or so 
of radishes. When Bryan declined these, he said : 

* Ah ! just wait till you've been a voyage. Then you'll 
know the proper value of green food.' 

Breakfast over, the Captain proposed to take the chil- 
dren to see the Mwid of Athens, which had been under- 
going repairs, but was now out in the stream. Mrs. Mayne 
declared that she must go too. The Captain accordingly 
proceeded to go out, with the two children, to ' hail 
a cab/ which he did (pretty loudly too); and, having 
bargained with the driver so successfully that he was to 
pay only two and sixpence more than the proper fare, the 
Captain * went on board ' with all his crew. Then they 
drove through rows of ' villa residences,' then through rows 
of houses closely packed, but still possessing that strip of 
grass in front which entitled them to call themselves rows, 
crescents, roads — anything but streets. Then they came 
to the streets ; and by the time the children began to think 
that the streets had no end, they came to the quays. Now 
Liverpool boasts of many miles of quays, — how many I 
am afraid to say, — and the young ones were reduced to 
staring and gaping long before the cab stopped ; and the 
Captain getting out, declared that sitting in a cab tired 
him more than rowing ! However, he gave the driver 
sixpence for himself *'for steering so crank,' and then, 
having hired a row boat, he put his party on board, and 
off they went in search of the Maid of Athens, 

Now, neither Bryan nor Katie had ever been afloat 
before, except in a certain flat-bottomed boat on the lake 
at Holme Park ; and if the truth must be told, they were 
horribly frightened. The boat bobbed up and down in so 
unprincipled a manner; the other boats (with shouting 
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men in them) came so unpleasantly near; the water 
swirled and swished in so unquiet a fashion; and the 
Captain, with the tiller ropes in his hands, looked about 
him in such an unconcerned state of mind, plainly not 
minding what he was about, that really it was very dread- 
ful. Then the shore seemed to run away from them, the 
objects on land following each other smoothly, like beads 
slipping off a string; and a ship which one moment 
looked lihe a ship (in a picture; they knew no other ships, 
of course), next moment looked so big, and black, and 
unsteady, and wet, — so everything that never was seen 
before, in fact, — that they repressed a squeak with diffi- 
culty, holding each other's hands very tight, and keeping 
their eyes uncommonly wide open. Mrs. Mayne, who had 
screamed when Dobbin shied, and had run away as fast 
as her legs could carry her from a yearling calf, was quite 
at her ease now, and exclaimed in a tone of surprise and 
amusement : 

' Look at the children, Jack ! I do believe they're 
afraid/ 

At which the very tarry old person who was rowing 
uttered a short laugh. 

'Are you frightened, my lad,' said the Captain, look- 
ing hard at Bryan. The boy crimsoned, hesitated, but 
answered : 

* Yes, sir, we are. We were never on the sea before, 
Katie and me.' 

' The sea ! * laughed Mrs. Mayne. ' Why, child, this is 
not the sea ; it's only just the Mersey.' 

' Bryan Lyle,' said the Captain emphatically, ' you'll do. 
You've done a braver thing, my lad, in saying yes to that 
question than if you'd taken to the water like a young 
alligator,' 
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* Braver said Bryan in surprise; 'why was it brave, 
XJnde Jack ? it was only just the truth. But Tm getting 
used to it ; ain't you, Katie ? ' 

* Yes. We never do get quite under the other boats, 
nor turn right over, you see. And Uncle Jack looks so 
comfortable, that I suppose he knows it is quite safe.' 

* Safe ! as safe as if you were sitting in church, — ^barring 
accidents, my pretty. And accidents happen anywhere ; 
they're nowise particular. Why, when I was a young 
man, — before your mother was born, children, — I was in 

hospital at St , one of the West Indian Islands, and 

a tough bout Yellow Jack and I had that time.' 

* Who is Yellow Jack ? * asked Katie, getting interested. 

* That's the sailor name for the yellow fever, my pretty. 
I was nearly well, and so was Dick Fairfax, a messmate 
of mine, and we were sitting out on the balcony one 
Sunday evening, watching the sun set, and listening to a 
hymn that a whole meeting-house full of niggers were 
singing close by. '* Glory, glory," they were singing ; and 
the niggers have very tuneable pipes, I can tell you. The 
sun was making a broad gold path across the sea ; I never 
paw that path since without remembering that evening. 
" A pretty tune," says Dick to me. " Yes," says I, " and 
well piped too ; I wish they'd sing it again ; " and before 
I had finished the word — rumble ! — crash ! — the balcony 
rocked imder us, — and the meeting-house was gone.* 

* Gone ! Oh, was it an earthquake ? ' 

* An earthquake no less. Dick and I jumped up ; the 
dust of the building rose in a cloud, and as we looked the 
sun went down, all in a moment, as he does in those 
latitudes, and it was dark. We ran down-stairs to offer 
help, but of course we were stopped at the hospital gate. 
We heard afterwards that twenty men, and a dozen or so 
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little children and women, were killed outright, and a lot 
more hurt and mainied. Well, poor things ! they couldn't 
have been caught better employed, and I hope they were 
singing " Glory, glory " again before they well knew what 
had happened to them. And so you see, Katie, you might 
happen to be in danger sitting in a church, and to make a 
safe passage in a row boat, for here's the Maid of Athens, 
and well she looks, the creature. Don't she, Cassie ? ' 

The pair then proceeded to discuss the Maid from stem 
to stern, and from the top of her pointed masts to the 
water's edge, and below it ; the twins listening with much 
interest and very little understanding. 

' Flying light she is, no doubt,' the Captain concluded, 
' and even before I ship my cargo I shall overhaul the 
ballast, for she's a thought down by the stern. But on a 
wind or otherwise, fair weather or blowing half a gale of 
wind, you won't match the Maid of Athens easily. Now, 
will you, Cassie ? ' 

* Ah, Jack, I only wish I was going in her again ! ' 

' Oh do. Aunt Cassie, and take me too ! ' cried Katie. 

' No, no,' said the Captain ; * the doctors say you must 
not go again, my dear, and it would be " just this once 
more " to the end of the chapter. I can't have you running 
risks, Cassie.' 

Poor Katie sighed ; but it had hardly been a hope, so 
it was only almost a disappointment. And now, as they 
rowed round the Maid, passing close under her bows, the 
figurehead attracted the children's attention. It repre- 
sented the head and shoulders of a young lady with a 
severely classical profile, her hair bound tightly round 
her head by a broad gold fillet (the rest was painted 
white), and displaying a supernaturally long and curved 
neck. 
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' Who was the Maid of Athens, Uncle Jack ? * inquired 
Katie, regarding this work of art admiringly. 

' Some one in a song : " Maid of Athens, ere we part, give 
me back a bit of my heart," or something of that kind. 
Cassie's grown stout now, but that was her living image 
when I married her,' added the Captain, gazing fondly at the 
Maid. ' Old Trotter he^d her then, and I had the A Ibatross ; 
but I had set my heart upon commanding the Maid, 
and so Mr. Pryce let me exchange.' 

' Was she really so like that ?' exclaimed Katie, looking 
hard at her aunt's ample proportions and snub nose. ^ It — 
it must have been her hair, I suppose,' she added thought- 
fully. 

Some time was spent on board the Mwid^ during which 
the Captain talked to his mate, and overhauled his ballast, 
and the Captain's wife sat in the tiny cabin she was to 
occupy no more, and cried a little. Bryan and Katie went 
all over the ship, and concluded that if they might only 
go together a voyage would be delightful. * And when 
I'm a captain, Katie, you shall always come with me. 
Then we'll never be parted again.' 

* Shall I really, Bryan ? Oh, I have something now to 
look forward to ! Only it will be a long time before you 
are a captain, I'm afraid.' 

Then they got into the boat again, and the twins found 
that they had quite got over their fears. Bryan took his first 
lesson in steering, whereby they nearly came to grief. It 
occurred thus : the Captain had resigned the tiller ropes 
to the boy, desiring him to keep the steeple of a certain 
church ' on ' with the top of a certain hill, the meaning of 
this order having been previously explained. * And don't 
change your course unless I tell you,' said the Captain, 
and resigned himself to a pipe and meditation. Presently 
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a l)ig coal barge came dashing along under her great dirty 
sail. Bryan wondered ; surely the boats must meet, the 
barge was crossing their track ; but on no account would 
he disobey the first order he had received in his new 
capacity of sailor. Katie looked inquiringly at him, but 
Bryan stared at his steeple, and held on. No one on 
board the barge was looking out, and the Captain was 
roused by a yeU from his wife, to find the big black thing 
within a yard or two ; luckily the old salt had his wits 
about him. He uttered a brief order to the rower, laid his 
hands quietly on Bryan's, and with a sharp 'swish' through 
the water the little boat lay heaving and trembling alongside 
the coal barge, instead of being crushed beneath ber bows, 
as had seemed remarkably probable a moment before. The 
rower, who of course had seen nothing of the big boat until 
that moment, was so startled, that he swore heartily at 
poor Bryan; and even Aunt Cassie said: 

' Why, Bryan, what on earth did you do that for V 

' Nothing on earth,' laughed the Captain, ' but it was very 
near being five souls in the water; and I don't believe 
those lubbers ever saw us at all. Lashed the sail, and gone 
to sleep, I suspect. Stow that, my man; no swearing under 
my command. Bryan, my lad, didn't you see the barge V 

' I did ; but you said, " Hold on until I tell you," and I 
thought no doubt you saw her, and knew we should not 
meet.' 

* Discipline is a fine thing,' remarked the Captain dryly. 
* If anything had happened, it would have been my fault. 
You'll do, Bryan. You can speak the plain truth, and 
obey orders.* 

So that eventful voyage came to an end, and the twins 
spent the evening in writing an account of it to their 
mother, and embellishing it with divers queer drawings of 
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the varioua objects they had seen for the first time. The 
classical outline of the Maid of Athens was attempted 
mote than once, and mother was asked if ever she saw 
Aunt Cassie when she was like that, as she was un- 
doubtedly a good deal changed now. 

The firm in whose seivice Captain Mayne had spent so 
much of his life had branches in Buenos Ayies, in New 
York, in Sierra Leone, and various other places. It seemed 
to Bryan that they dealt in everything, so varied was the 
cargo wliich the MaH, took on board, and the trip was to 
be to Buenos Ayres. 




CHAPTER VI. 

ALL ALOSR 




PERHAPS the hardest 
part of this trial to Katie 
Lyle was that after a 
while Bryan became in- 
tensely interested in his 
new professioD, aud very 
busy in learning all that 
the Captain could teach 
him before they sailed. 
His outfit, too, was a 
wonderful delight, because 
hitherto Bryan had seldom 
got perfectly new clothes, 
but liad generally had an 
elder brother's outgrown 
suit altered for liim. Now 
he had such a lot of 
, new clothes, such a pea- 
■^Z jacket, such a shiny hat, 
with ' Maid of Athens' in gold letters round the crown ; and 
a handsome, animated, bright little sailor Brj'an looked. 
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Whereas to Katie all was dark. Aunt Cassie, grieving over 
licr own trouble, was a dull companion, and Katie had as 
yet no fixed emplojonent She was to attend a day-school 
when the Maii had sailed, but at present she had nothing 
to do. It cost the child a very severe struggle not to. damp 
Bryan's rising spirits, and I think she deserves great credit 
for abstaining from so doing. Had her love been a little 
less perfect, she would have resented them bitterly, and a 
word from her would have made the tender-hearted little 
fellow miserable too ; but Katie never said that word. She 
never was found crjring, but managed to smile, and ask 
questions, and was ready to pack and admire the outfit as 
often as he wished. She did her fretting when she was safe 
in bed, and supposed to be asleep. She proved herself a 
braver woman, child as she was, than poor Aunt Cassie, 
who cried incessantly, as the time for parting drew near. 
It drew, near all the same. The very day came at last, and 
then Aunt Cassie wanted to go down the river in the ship, 
and come back with the pilot, but the Captain would not 
hear of it. 

*My heart,' he said, 'the parting would be no easier 
then, and the coming home would be worse than anything.' 

And Katie was glad. She felt a kind of sick impatience 
to have it over. 

Soon it was over. The cab with the two sailors had 
driven away from the door, Bryan's tear- wet face looking 
out to the last, while he vainly tried to wave the shiny hat 
in a cheerful way ; it would do nothing but wag up and 
down depressingly. Katie stood trying to see, and seeing 
nothing ; and then she crawled up-stairs, and tumbled her- 
self down upon her bed. There she lay, she knew not how 
long. She was not asleep, and yet surely she was not 
awake either, for she never heard any one come into the 
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room, and yet here were two people, Aunt Cassie and a 
strange, pleasant-looking gentleman, who made her swallow 
something nasty, after which she became aware that Aunt 
Cassie looked scared. 

' Talk to her,' whispered the stranger; ' make her speak — 
make her cry.' 

'Oh, I may cry now,' said Katie, 'for he's gone, and 
won't know, and so it won't fret him !' 

'You're speaking of your brother,' said the stranger. 
' Are you so very fond of him ?' 

* Fond of Bryan — no I' said the child indignantly. 
* Bryan and me are twins.' 

But it showed that she was of a perverse nature, per- 
haps, that though she had announced that she might cry 
now, she did not cry, but lay there, wide-eyed and white. 

' I didn't think she minded it so much,' murmured poor 
Aunt Cassie. * She never seemed to fret.' 

' I didn't go about crying to fret Aim, you mean. I 
think that a Tomnoddy-ish thing to do,' said Katie, with a 
glance at the speaker. 

* And when will Bryan come back V said the doctor, 
after a pause. 

' Never,' was the reply, ' to be quite the same again. 
He cannot be my own, own again, after months and months 
that we never saw each other.' 

' My child,' said the doctor, * that is no thought for one 
so young. You've been brooding secretly over this grief 
until you have overstrained your poor little nerves. Bryan 
will come back, never you fear, and you'll think that he 
never was such a fine fellow before.' 

' Go away, and don't talk nonsense ! ' replied his out- 
spoken patient. *My head aches, and you make it 
worse.' 
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' Is this Bryan ? ' said the doctor abruptly, holding up 
before her the photograph for which the twins had sat 
a few days ago. It was a very good one, representing 
them hand in hand, as they were generally to be seen. 
This manceuvre succeeded; perhaps the doctor wished 
it hadn't, before he had quite managed to calm the 
cliild again. But finally she cried herself to sleep, and 
next day she was quite well, though feeling strangely 
tired. 

She began to attend school in a day or two, and her new 
governess found her very amenable, — much more so, I fancy, 
than she would have been if she had cared much about 
anything just then. But as she could no longer learn 
with Bryan, she cared little .what she learned, and, 
being clever, she got on very well. As to her home life, 
it was terribly dreary, Mrs. Mayne was in bad spirits, 
poor woman, and wanted to be cheered and amused, 
whereas Katie was in no humour to cheer any one, and felt 
a good deal of contempt for the poor old lady, who sat 
crying over her knitting for hours at a time. Altogether 
it was a bad time with little Katie, and the only bright 
spots were her letters — letters from home, and above all 
letters from Bryan. His first was written from Lisbon, and 
perhaps you would like to see it. 

'My deak Katie,— Such a dirty-looking lot as the 
Portuguese are; quite yeUow, more yellow than the 
gipsies by far. Sailors call a Portuguese a Portugee. 
The Captain took me on shore to see the town. I would 
rather have Liverpool. I never felt sea-sick but once, 
when it blew great guns, and the Captain says I never 
shaU now. Katie, if you were with me I should like 
it so much. I wish now that we were both boys, though 
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until now I have always been glad one of us is a girl ; 
but when I am a captain, it will be all right, for no ship 
has two captains, so we should be parted then. But think 
how joUy it will be when I come home 1 We shall go, 
you and me, reMy home — the Captain says so — and see 
them alL I am learning to swim. Tom Stubbs is teach- 
ing me ; and only think, the Captain cannot swim ! and 
when I asked leave to learn, he said I might if I liked, 
but it was of no great use, and if one was to be drowned, 
it only made you longer about it ! But I think one might 
as well try to swim ashore, don't you ? But don't fancy 
from this that we expect to be wrecked, for there never 
was so good a sea-boat as the Maid^ and I don't believe 
we could wreck her if we tried. Good-bye, Katie ; good- 
bye, my dear. I don't want to be a donkey, but I really 
feel I want to cry badly. Good-bye, my own dear 
Katie. — Your loving brother, Bryan Lyle.' 

By the same post came a letter from the Captain, in 
which he said that Bryan was cut out for a sailor, that he 
was the finest little fellow in the world, and that the 
writer hoped that Katie was as great a comfort to his dear, 
dear Cassie as Bryan was to him. Katie felt a prick in 
her conscience when she heard this. 

' Aunt Cassie,' said she, ' am I a comfort to you ? I 
don't think I am.' 

*No, my dear; but I don't think any one could be. 
It's all very well for Jack — your uncle, I mean. He has 
his ship, which really is like a wife to him ; and he has 
his work to do, and variety, and fresh air, and all ; and 
I've nothing to do that I care about, no one to talk to, 
my life so changed that I don't know myself ; and it's my 
belief that no one could be a comfort to me. And you've 

£ 
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lost all your merry ways, child, and are nearly as dull as 
I am myself.' 

Katie's conscience pricked her worse than before ; but 
unfortunately the immediate effect of the prick was to 
make her angry. 

* Well,' she flashed out, ' you took me away from every 
one I ever loved, and so it's no wonder that I'm dull.' 

And she flounced out of the room, and ran to her own. 

'You old Tomnoddy,* she cried indignantly, 'sitting 
there knitting and sniffing, and snifi&ng and knitting, — 
never doing anything but what you must do ^ And the 
house getting so dusty and untidy, and Uncle Jack was so 
proud of everything ; and the garden that he filled with 
flowers for her is like a wilderness, and there she sits and 
cries. Just an old Tomnoddy, and I'U tell her so ! ' 

But presently Katie cooled a little, and with cooler 
thought came a suspicion that she was acting in very 
much the same way herself. ' Goodness me ! ' she exclaimed 
aloud, ' suppose I'm nothing but a Tomnoddy myself ! I 
don't do a thing except my lessons, — ^that's certain. I 

haven't once tried to cheer her. I daresay she's too 

Well, I won't say that again. I daresay nothing would 
cheer her, but one might as well try. I suppose it's my 
duty. Mother said I was to treat her just as if she was 
htTy but I really couldn't fancy that ; but I might fancy 
that she's my grandmother that nursie was so fond of, and 
try to be nice to her. When I came here I meant to do 
it, but I really didn't know how bad it would be without 
Bryan. Yet if it is my duty I know I can do it, because 
I can get help. And it is my duty. I'll begin this 
moment.' 

Having washed her face to remove the tear-stains, she 
ran down to the pretty sitting-room, — a really pretty room. 
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for the Captain had long been collecting rare things to 
ornament his wife's rooms when her voyaging days were 
over. There sat Mrs. Mayne, crying over her letter. 
Katie stole up to her, and put her small brown face upon 
the old lady's shoulder. . 

' Aunt Cassie, please forgive me for calling you a Tom- 
noddy/ whispered she, forgetting in her penitence that she 
had only used that fearful word in the privacy of her own 
apartment 

' A what, my dear ? ' said Aunt Cassie, in unfeigned 
amazement. 

' I believe,' said Katie, ' that I only thaugM that. But 
I was very cross and rude ; and if you'll forgive me, Aunt 
Cassie, I'll try not to do it again.' 

' But what was it you called me, my dear ? ' persisted 
Aunt Cassie. 

* Oh, Bryan and I call people that when we think they 
— don't do as they might do. But I've been a Tomnoddy 
myself, I find,* added Katie, with a sidelong nod, which 
was one of her quaintest habits. 

' A Tomnoddy I ' cried Aunt Cassie, and the word struck 
her as so very comical that she actually laughed. She 
was naturally rather a merry old dame, though Katie 
would have refused to believe it just then. 

'Well, but you've forgiven me ? Kiss me then. Aunt 
Cassie. And look now, how pretty the sky is, and the 
sun is shining so brightly ! Could we go Jor a* walk ? 
and is there no place to walk without going near the 
water ? ' 

* Oh yes, my dear, plenty ; and indeed a mouthful of 
fresh air will do us both good. I'll just get my bonnet, 
and we'll go out.' 

Out they went, and Mrs. Mayne rather enjoyed her 
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walk, though Katie found it very dull. But they both 
slept much the better for having taken it. 

Next day Katie ran home from school with her busy 
little head full of plans for the good of poor Aunt Cassie, 
towards whom she was beginning to feel quite tenderly. 

' Aunt Cassie/ said she, when dinner was over, ' why 
don't you have vegetables for dinner ? you always used 
to.' 

'Yes, your uncle likes them, dear. Now, I haven't 
spirit to go out and buy them.' 

' Then have a pudding,' suggested Katie. 

' Why, you don't care, do you, dear ? ' 

' Well, you see, I never was used to eat nothing but meat 
and bread, and I'm sure I shall be ill,' remarked Katie 
sagely. 

' I didn't think you cared what you ate, child,' was the 
reply. 

Now truly Katie cared as little about the matter as 
any young thing with an excellent appetite could well 
care, but she had observed that her aunt ate little or 
nothing ; and, moreover, she thought that the employment 
would be good for the old lady while she was at school. 
So she shook her head, and repeated : 

' I'm almost afraid I shall be ill. Aunt Cassie.' 

After dinner, the wily damsel tempted her aunt out 
into the garden, and, looking dispassionately round, she 
observed calmly : 

* Everything will be dead by the time they come home. 
Uncle Jack will have to get new flowers.' 

'Dead, my dear! — ^the geraniums, and verbenas, and 
heliotropes that Jack liked so much ! Well, indeed they 
do look very droopy. What^t'er is the matter with 
them ? ' 
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' The weeds are choking them, and they are dried up by 
the sun. Uncle Jack watered them every evening ; don't 
you remember ? ' 

' 111 tell you what we'U do, Katie. We'll pull up the 
weeds, and give them a good lot of water. Jack would 
be quite vexed to find them all dead.' 

' But the ground is so dry that the weeds won't come 
up, and if we water them in the sun, they'll die.' 

' Dear me, they're very easily kiUed ! What can we do 
for them then ? ' 

' Well, suppose we come out in the evening and water 
them well ; then to-morrow evening we could clear away 
the weeds, and water them again, and tie them up neatly. 
Oh, mother says there is always something pleasant to do 
among flowers, and let us keep the garden spick and 
spandy.' 

To all this Mrs. Mayne assented, and the garden proved 
a great resource, and brought the two together wonderfully. 
Mrs. Mayne began to interest herself in the dinner every 
day, and it was comical to hear Katie, who really did not care 
in the least, praise everything gravely. Moreover, her mind 
being roused. Aunt Cassie soon stirred up her crinolined 
handmaiden to greater diligence in sweeping and cleaning. 

Before long, Mrs. Mayne could say with truth that Katie 
was a real comfort to her, and she became exceedingly fond 
of her. Katie read to her, sang to her, chattered to her, 
helped in the garden, looked after the fowl, and from pre- 
tending an interest in all this for Aunt Cassie's sake, began 
to take a real interest on her own account 



CHAPTER VII. 



1K£ Maid of Aihetis had madelier outward voyage 
very well, and had left Buenos Ayrea on her 
liomeward way, but some time must still pass 
before she reached England, when one Sundayi 
as Katie and Mra. Mayne were coming home from church, 
a young man in a shabby sailor suit, who was leaning 
against the door of a public-house, waiting, among others, 
for it to open after church hours, exclaimed : 

' Why, that's little Katie I ' 

Katie turned to look, but Mrs. Mayne tried to hurry her 
on, saying nervously : 

' How very impertinent ! Come on, my dear. I suppose 
he knows we've no one to take care of us, and ' 

But Katie had run back, and was laying hold uu the 
shabby sailor, crying : 

' Eoland, Roland I is it really you ? How glad, how very 
glad I am I Now I can make Uncle Bryan happy.' 

' It's some mistake,' said the sailor gruffly. ' You don't 
know me, miss. I'm not your — I'm not Boland — not 
anybody you know.' 

' Now, don't be cross, Eoland, because the crosser you 
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are the more I shall be sure you are Eoland; for you 
always were a little cross, you know. Aunt Cassie, this 
is my cousin, Uncle Bryan's Eoland. You heard him 
speak of him. Ask him to come home to dinner,' she 
whispered energetically. ' I must get him to write to Uncle 
Bryan.' 

' But, my dear, a common sailor 1 ' murmured Aunt Cassie ; 
but Katie looked so imploring, and Aunt Cassie felt so 
sure that her Jack would approve, that in the same breath 
she said : 

' Mr. Lyle, come home with your cousin, and have a bit 
of dinner with us, if you don't mind a cold dinner, which 
we always have on Sunday.' 

' Come, Eoland ; yes, you must come,' cried Katie, and, 
hustling her captive along between herself and her aunt, 
she fairly carried him off, to the amusement of the little 
knot of loungers among whom he had been standing. 

' Ay, ay ; let its little sister take it home,' sneered one 
ill-looking fellow ; but an old man, with a terribly red nose, 
gave him a shove with his elbow, and said : 

* Let him alone, will you ? The road you're going isn't 
so pleasant, nor the end of it neither, that you need be so 
anxious for his company.' 

So Katie carried off her prisoner. Arrived at Brook 
Villas, she took him to the pleasant sitting-room, while 
Aunt Cassie fussed away to see what small addition she 
could make to the already excellent dinner ; for to have a 
guest, and not to make a difference in the dinner in his 
honour, was quite CQntrary to her code of good manners. 
Eoland looked round the room, and sat down with a sigh. 

* This is a pretty room, Katie.' 

' Yes ; but I'd rather have the keeping-room at home. 
It would comfort me to see it even once.' 
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Eoland laughed. 

'And what have you to be comforted about V said he. 

* You dmH know, then ? No, I thought not Eoland, 
so much has happened, and so much of it is sad, that I 
hardly know where to begin.* 

' You're not in black,' said Eoland hastily. 
' No ; none of us died, but a great many of us were very 
near it Father * 

* Was Uncle Edwin ill V Eoland asked, sitting upright, 
and looking earnestly at her. For ever since one summer 
that he had spent at Yalehead, when he was a child, he 
had loved his Uncle Edwin better than any one else in the 
world. 

* Father was very ill. He was the first to be ill, and he 
can't walk without cnitches yet It was a rheumatic fever 
that he had ; and then Ned, and Jim, and Eobbie, and Lucy, 
and Edith, and Bryan, and me, all had diphtheria, very 
badly some of us. And father is ruined, quite ruined. 
Will, and Jim, and Eob are gone to Australia ; Jane is a 
governess ; and Bryan — oh, Eoland — Bryan is gone to sea 
with Uncle Jack.' 

'You poor little beggar,' said Eoland, his glum looks 
melting away, and real sympathy showing itself in his face. 
'That's hard lines on you, and for him too, I suppose. 
How did he come to do that ?' 

' Well, Bryan is so good. You see Uncle Jack offered 
to take him and me. And we could do nothing to help, 
like the older ones, so we saw we ought. But you are a 
sailor, ain't you, Eoland ? It's not a dreadful life, is it ?' 

' I hate it,' he answered gloomily ; ' but then I've been 
before the mast, — I mean, I'm only a common sailor. 
Bryan went with the captain, and he'll be a mate presently. 
That makes all the difference.' 
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' And how did you think of going to sea ? Do tell me. 
How thin you are, and how dark you've grown ! and you 
look quite like a man. You look twice as old as Jim does.' 

* Well I may. Why did I go to sea ? you ask. Well, 
because I couldn't help myself. I had left the office. 
When my father was ruined, there was nothing to look 
forward to but to be a clerk all my days, and I hated it. 
I tried several things — all no go. Then I engaged to go one 
night when I wasn't quite sober, and that's the plain truth, 
Katie ; but indeed I don't drink habitually ; and ever since 
I've had no choice but to go to sea, or starve. I've been 
several voyages now.' 

' It does not seem to suit you,' said Katie. * You look 
really ill, poor old Eoland.* 

' I am ill. I've caught cold somehow, and can't shake 
it off.' 

' You have not asked about your father and mother yet,' 
remarked Katie. 

' Why should I V My mother's getting all the pleasure 
she can out of her three hundred a year, and wouldn't give 
me five pounds if I were starving.' 

' Yes, she would.* 

' I tell you I've tried ; and my father is dawdling about 
D n, doing nothing for himself, or any one else.* 

'Boland, don't speak in that way of your father and 
mother, — not to me at least, for I won't listen to you. Even 
if it's true, it's wrong. And you are quite mistaken about 
Uncle Bryan ; he's doing nothing of the kind ; and he's a 
great deal better than you are, or ever will be, unless you 
improve very much. He's gone to Australia with our 
boys, and he's got a situation there, and he wrote to me, — ^to 
me myself, just because he knew I'd be lonely, and that a 
letter would be a pleasure to me, — and he said he's saving 
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money, and he said but no, I shan't tell you that, be- 
cause you don't deserve to hear it So there now, you may 
just guess.' 

' I don't care to hear,' said Boland. 

'Oh, but you rfo, Eoland,' said Katie coaxingly, her 
sudden wrath disappearing in a moment. 'I have the 
letter here, and you do care, you couldn't help it. Just you 
listen — " You'll be glad to hear, my dear little Katie, that 
I am getting on very well. I have so much to do that I 
expected to be bored to death, but, on the contrary, I find 
I am wonderfully cheerful; sleep like a dormouse, and 
am up to any amount of work. If I could only get my 
poor Boland here, or even know where he is, I should be 
quite another maa My poor boy, who never had a chance, 
and I, a worthless old fellow, to have so good a one after 
all my idle folly 1 But my pen has run away with me, as 
if it were the Imp with you on his back, and you will hardly 
understand all this." There, Boland, and you're crying, 
you that said you didn't care.' 

' I always thought he didn't care for me,' grunted Boland. 

'Ah, you'd never say that if you had heard him talking 
to mother the evening before he and the boys left home. 
He spoke of you then, and he said how unhappy he was 
about you ; and that he didn't blame you, because you 
were ruined by indulgence and tyranny turns about, and 
that if he'd done his duty by you it might have been 
different. Boland, indeed he loves you dearly ! And 
he'll be so happy when I write and tell him.' 

' That you found me among a lot of half-drunken 
sailors at the door of a gin-shop, with three shillings in 
my purse and the clothes I stand up in, and going into a 
consumption as fast as I can, — yes, that will make him 
very happy, no doubt ! ' 
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* But what I shall tell him is this, Eoland, for this is 
going to be the truth. That I met you, and that you were 
glad to hear of him, and that you were tired of a sailor's 
life, and have not got on well, and that you are not in 
good health, — at least not very, — ^but that you mean to be 
always good now, and that you'll go to him in Australia 
as soon as he sends you the money ; and you know delicate 
people go there to be cured, Eoland, because of the climate. 
You'll go ; Uncle Bryan will get you a situation like what 
our boys have, and it's lovely riding all day after bulls, 
and hunting kangaroos between times; and you'll get 
well and strong, and you and Uncle Bryan will be happier 
together than ever you were in your lives; and it will 
make me dance every time I remember that I was the 
Gffieuto find you.* 

And Katie began a dance on the spot, quite forgetting 
that it was Sunday, and ended by throwing her arms 
round her cousin's neck and kissing him. And a kiss 
from Katie meant a good deal, as Eoland knew ; she had 
never kissed him before. He rubbed his hand over his 
eyes, growled, and tried to laugh. 

' You're a good little thing, Katie. But will he send 
the money, do you think ? ' 

* Try him,* was her reply. 

* And what am I to do, child, till it comes ? ' 

* Go home to Valehead,' was the prompt answer; * and 
don't ask me where the money for that is to come from, 
because I don't know, but I think Aunt Cassie will lend 
it to us. Father would, of course, but I want you to go at 
once.* 

* And live upon Uncle Edwin till I hear from father ? * 
said Eoland slowly. 

* You know they'll be glad. Mother will nurse you ; 
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and you can help on the farm ; there are very few to do 
the work now, you know. Say you'll go, Eoland, Do, 
dear Eoland ! promise me quick, because I hear Aunt 
Cassie coming/ 

' Katie, I'll go. I believe in my heart that God sent 
you that way to-day to give me a chance once more. 
You're right in one thing, — I am ready to try to do better, 
though I've no great hope of myself. I've learned for 
myself what Uncle Edwin once told me, — ^that the way of 
transgressors is hard. I'll do as you say, Katie ; but don't 
ask your aunt for money for me, because I can tramp it 
very well.' 

' I'm so happy ! ' whispered the child, with a tender joy 
in her eyes that made her lovely for the moment. ' O 
Aunt Cassie, I suppose dinner is ready, and I haven't 
washed my hands.* 

Away she ran, and soon they all three went down 
to the dining-room. The dinner was excellent, but 
Katie saw with concern that Eoland could hardly 
eat, and he surely had a terrible cough. Kind Aunt 
Cassie was so distressed at his appearance, that she 
asked him to stay with her for a day or two until 
he was more fit to travel. Eoland seemed grateful, but 
doubtful 

'Do stay, Mr. Eoland,' she urged. 'I couldn't bear 
that any one with a cough like yours should go out again 
this evening, for it is just going to rain. Let me send 
Ellen for your traps, and you stay here quietly and let 
Katie take care of you.' 

' My traps ! ' said Eoland, half laughing. Mrs. Mayne 
misunderstood him. 

' Yes,' said she good-huraouredly, * your traps was what 
I said. Your luggage, I mean ; but you see I've been a 
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sailor so long that I've picked up some sailor words. But 
you'll stay, Mr. Roland ? ' 

' He will, Aunt Cassie, and I'll settle about the traps,' 
said quick-witted Mistress Katie, nodding her head at 
Boland. 

Now, among Bryan's abandoned possessions, which 
Kate kept so carefully, were some clothes of Robbie's, 
which were to have been altered to fit Bryan. However, 
Captain Mayne had rejected them, and had got new clothes 
for the boy. Rob was a big fellow for his age, and Roland 
was wonderfully thin ; Katie thought he might be able to 
wear them. She ran up-stairs as soon as dinner was over, 
got out these garments, and selected^the best of them, — a 
decent grey tweed suit Then she looked up four or five 
shirts, also belonging to one of the elder boys, and a comb 
and brush which Bryan had left behind. These she 
packed up in an old carpet bag in which she had brought 
from home some treasures remembered only at the last 
minute, and, carrying it down to the room which the 
maid was getting ready for the visitor, she said : 

* Mr. Roland's luggage, Ellen,* and sped away to conceal 
a smile. She went to the drawing-room and said gravely 
to her cousin : 

' Your traps are in your room, Roland ; will you come 
and see if they are all right V 

Roland stared, but followed her obediently. She ex- 
plained in a whisper, and left him to change his dress ; 
and it must be confessed that, shabby as Rob's outgrown 
suit was, poor Roland looked better in it than in his 
tattered sailor's jacket. 

* That child's a trump,' muttered he. * I'U do what she 
asks me, if it's only to please her.' 

But it was some time before the poor fellow was able to 
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go to Valehead ; foi he became very ill, and Katie and 
Mrs. Mayne had an anxious time of it. He was very 
gentle and docile, to Katie's great surprise, for she re- 
membered him in old days when he had been q^uite the 
revei-se. But he had known what it was to be ill, and to 
have no one to care for him. And the very day after he 
went to Valehead, Bryan came home. 




CHAPTER VIIL 



HOME AGAIN. 

YES, Biyan came home! and for 
once a J07 much longed for and 
expected proved no disappoint- 
ment Katie was in the ^jden, 
tying up some straggling flowers 
which she particularly wished 
should look weU when ' they ' 
came home, which she knew 
would be soon, when she heard 
a tJiunderiug knock at the door. 
Somehow it never entered her 
head that this knock meant any- 
thmg delightful — the idea of 
Bryan knocking at the door was 
ridiculous. 

'Dear me!' eud she, pausing 
in her work, 'there is some one 
come to call on Aunt Cassis; 
who can it be ? It's not Mrs. 

Smith, because her knock is juat like a mouse nibbling ; 

and it's not Miss Oh ! I hear his voice ! Bryan — 

Bryan ! ' 
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She stood still, for the simple reason that she could not 
move ; but if she could not, Bryan could. Out of the 
house, down the walk, over the bed of tall heliotropes he 
came, like a flash of lightning, and in a moment the twins 
were squeezed up in the peculiar embrace which they 
always indulged in on great occasions. Both were speech- 
less at first, but Katie's grasp grew so convulsive that the 
boy was startled. 

' Why, Katie ! my darling, dear, dearest own Katie, 
what are you shaking for ? Sit down, dear, — ^here.on the 
walk, — that's right ; now wait till I give you a drink.' 

He seized the watering-pot, and actually contrived to 
give her a few drops without spilling much. Katie 
gasped, and recovered her powers of speech. 

* I'm too happy,' she said. ' I didn't know how much 
joy could hurt one. Let me look at you; sit down here. 
Yes, it is my very own Bryan again ! * 

' Why, whose Bryan did you expect me to be ? ' said the 
boy, with his happy laugh. 

*'You might have been changed, but you are not Now 
tlmt fear is dead and buried for ever. Bryan, have you 
longed for me ? ' 

' Haven't I just ! ' cried Bryan, ' My dear, I've felt just 
as one leg of a pair of scissors would if they had to be 
always open ! ' 

Then they began to compare experiences ; and when, an 
hour later, the Captain came out in search of them, there 
they were still, side by side on the gravelled walk, both 
tongues going 'nineteen to the dozen/ as the Captain 
remarked. 

'Hallo, my pretty!' he exclaimed, stooping over the 
girl, and lifting her in his arms as if she had been a 
baby. ' Here you are ! And I've brought you back 
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Master Bryan, none the worse for his trip, haven't I ? 
And, Katie, your aunt has been telling me what a comfort 
you are to her ; God bless you for it, my dear ! I have 
dreaded for many a long day that my old lady would fret 
herself to death when I was obliged to leave her in 
England, but, thanks to you, she looks as ship-shape as 
ever I saw her. And only look at the garden, as neat as 
a yacht's rigging, and as gay as a man-of-war dressed in 
her flags ! Well, it is pleasant to find things like this. 
Gome in to tea, you two monkeys, and don't stand looking 
at each other as if you wanted nothing else, because I can 
tell you you'll find your appetite presently, and by that 
time I shall have eaten up everything there is in the house.' 

And what do you think that delightful Captain did the 
next day ? He put money into Bryan's hand, and bid 
him 'take Katie and go home to show his father and 
mother what a sailor was like.' 

Bryan was delighted, but Katie looked doubtful. 

' I don't know,' she said ; ' you see we shall have to come 
away again, Bryan.' 

* Don't think of that till it comes. It's no good making 
miseries for ourselves. Here we are, well and jolly, with 
a whole fortnight to spend at home, to see how father 
looks, and if mother is fretting. Let us think of that, and 
not of saying good-bye again.' 

* I'll try,' said Katie meekly ; ' but indeed, Bryan, saying 
good-bye is very bad.' 

' Would you rather not go ? ' asked Bryan. 

* Oh, not go and see mother I ' cried Katie, opening her 
eyes wide. 

'Well, there now, you see you do wish to go after all. 
Katie, you're — ah ! what's the word ? — mortgaged ? no- 
morbid ? — ^yes, you're morbid, my dear.' 
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' Is it wrong ? ' said Katie thouglitfuUy. 

* Well, now, yon know it might grow to be,* answered 
the young philosopher. ' Come along now and pack up ; 
one small box will do for both. Ah! what a pity the 
parrot I was training for mother died just as it was going 
to speak 1 ' 

Not to lose time, the twins did not send any notice 
of their visit, consequently there was no one at the 
station to meet them. Bryan, however, soon found an 
old acquaintance, who was now carter at Holme Park, and 
who was setting out with a load of goods, just come for 
' my lord,' and must pass the gate of Valehead. To him 
the box was confided, and the twins set out to walk. 
Every step of the five miles was familiar to them ; every 
spot they passed had a story. It was : 

' Bryan, there's where Mopsie fell and hurt her shoulder 
the day Jane would ride her.* 

' Yes, Jane never ought to have mounted Mopsie, she's 
too timid. Mopsie did just as she liked, you know. Do 
you remember the day Ned jumped over this bank ? that 
was a jump ! for he had no run at it.* 

And so on, until the gate was reached, and there was 
the solitary box propped against the gate-post, and left to 
take care of itself. 

* Never mind it, Katie; Ned will help me with it by and 
by. Look, they've got four cows — ^beauties too. Why, surely 
that's Wild Eose that was sold to Mr. Ingleby. I wonder 
why he sold her again. And there's the Imp. Ah I Mr. 
Imp, I hope we may get many a scamper on you, 
and ' 

* Bryan, I see father 1 Look through the gap in the 
hedge ; don't you see the top of a hat ? that's father.' 

The twins set off at racing pace for the gap in the 
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hedge. A little bit of the hedge had died, and was 
replaced by a hurdle, over which the two madcaps went 
like birds flying, to find themselves face to face with a 
tall, grave-looking young man, accompanied by their sister 
Lucy. This pair was seated under a tree, talking con- 
fidentially, and when this sudden apparition descended 
upon them, the young man said ' Bother ! ' and the young 
lady squeaked faintly. But then, seeing who it was, 
Lucy jumped up, her honest freckled face fairly beaming 
with pleasure as she hugged the twins heartily, ex- 
claiming : 

' Mr. Fair, it's Bryan and Katie.' 

' Lucy, how's everybody, and where are they ? Is this 
Hugh Fair, who was at school when Ned was small ? We 
saw his hat, and thought he was father. Please don't 
mind it, Mr. Hugh, your hat is very like father's,' Katie 
managed to say. 

' Father and all of them are in the keeping-room,' said 
Lucy. ' children, how well you look, and how glad 
they'll be to see you.' 

With a joyous shout the twins flew on. Eound the 
comer of the house they rushed, and there on the steps, 
or on the now trim and sightly lawn, were all the rest of 
the party. A regular shout was raised by the ' young fry.' 
' Bryan and Katie ! the twins, the twins I hurrah, hurrah ! ' 

* my darlings ! ' cried Mrs. Lyle, hurrying forward. 
Great was the delight. 

aucy told us you were in the keeping-room,' Katie said 
after a while. 

' Ah ! I suppose Miss Lucy thinks no one cares to see 
the sunset but herself and Hugh Fair.' 

' They weren't looking at the sunset,' said Bryan ; ' they 
were close to the hedge with their faces due east; and we 
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thought he was you, father, and jumped right over the 
hurdle at him.' 

' Well, my boy, all I can say is that more than half an 
hour ago Lucy was prevailed upon by Mr. Hugh Fair to 
go out to look at the sunset. By what you now tell me, 
I conclude that they have made up their minds to wait to 
see him rise again.' 

* No, they are coming now,* said Katie. * Here we all 
are. Lucy, come here and let me get a good look at you/ 

'And let me look at you. You've not grown much, 
Katie ; you're " Little Katie " stiU.' 

Bryan, who had been staring hard at his sister and her 
companion, here touched Katie, and gave her a meaning 
look. * What? ' she whispered. Bryan nodded and glanced 
towards the pair. The twins fancied that this by-play 
was unobserved; but in truth poor Lucy was painfully 
aware of it, and their father was secretly watching them 
with great amusement. 

' Oh, my goodness ! ' exclaimed Katie, after a moment of 
puzzled consideration, ' is it that ? And we jumped in at 
them, Bryan, like mad things ; * and the pair indulged in a 
hearty laugh. 

'What are you laughing at, children?* said their 
mother. ' It does one good to hear their laugh again,— 
doesn't it, Edwin ? But what is it all about ? * 

' Oh, never mind, mother,' cried poor Lucy, with a very 
pink face. ' I don't believe they know themselves what 
they're laughing at.' 

* My dear,* said Bryan gravely, ' we're laugliing at the 
sunset. *Twas a very curious one this evening, wasn't it ? 
Now, Ned, if you'll bear a hand, you and I have to carry 
up our box from the gate. The carter from Holme Park 
left it there for us.' 
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This visit proved a most delightful one to all parties. 
The twins were so happy to find their father nearly 
himself again, and their mother so cheerful. The ' young 
fry' had all grown, and Jack was beginning to make 
himself useful; which was as well, if Katie may be 
believed, for she confided to Bryan that he would never 
be ornamental, as he was, in her opinion, a very ugly boy. 
Holand was gaining strength, and looking forward hope- 
fully to joining his father in Australia. He had written 
to his mother, but in reply she had desired him to com' 
to her, and give up all idea of going to Australia. She said 
she found that she was not comfortable without a gentle- 
man to look after her; but Roland assured her that he 
could not consent to live in idleness. Thereupon the poor 
foolish woman wrote to him saying that he might go, since 
he preferred his father to her ; but that when both he and 
his father had brought themselves to poverty they would 
be ready to remember her. Till then she declined seeing 
Eoland. All this was confided to Katie by poor Roland, 
who looked upon her as his special friend. There was so 
much to hear: how the boys had already sent home 
money, and how the little farm was prospering. Help's 
grave was visited, and the flowers which grew there care- 
fully renewed ; and the Imp had no holiday of it during 
that merry fortnight. 

Mr. and Mrs. Lyle, on their part, were very thankful 
to see that their poor twins did not seem too miserable in 
their new lives; and indeed in every way they were 
satisfied about them. Th3y returned with such satisfaction 
to their old place in the family, they were so obedient 
and unspoiled by the change they had experienced, that 
their mother's heart was lifted up* in gratitude ; and she 
took courage about her other absent ones. The only 
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person concerned to whom the return of the twins was 
less than delightful was Hugh Fair. He was the son of a 
neighbouring farmer, — a much richer man than Mr. Lyle 
had ever been ; but the Fairs were not as well educated 
as the Lyles. Hugh was the eldest son, and lived at 
home, helping his father ; but he seemed to have plenty 
of time to study the sunset and other beauties of nature 
in company with Lucy Lyle, and I fancy he found the 
twins — ^who were just of an age to be curious about his 
proceedings, without much sympathy — a good deal in his 
way. So we must excuse him if he was not as sorry as 
other people when their fortnight came to an end. 

Yes, it came to an end, delightful as it was; and as 
Captain Mayne was to go to sea again soon, the twins did 
not like to lengthen their stay. The good-byes were far 
less heart-rending than those when they first left home, 
and the visit was a thing to be remembered with pleasure 
for ever. 




CHAPTER IX. 



IK SIGHT OF HOME. 

IT was ■well that ttie visit 
to the dear old home 
which I described in my 
"list chapter had been so 
delightful to the twins, 
for it was the only one 
they were able to pay 
for a long time. When 
the Maid of Alhciis came 
back from her next voy- 
^e Mrs. Mayne was very 
ilL The tendency which 
had caused her doctor 
to forbid her going to 
sea again increased very 
much, and she was becoming a confirmed invalid. Katie 
was 80 necessary to her, that the girl never dreamed of 
leaving her; and Bryan would not go without Katie, 
feeling that the few weeks of his stay at home made all 
the brightness of her life. Yet Katie's life was far from 
being unhappy. She had got over lier terror of the sea ; 
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the wiud no longer kept her awake all night, as it did at 
first She had plenty to do^ and was conscious that she 
was very useful to her aunt. A bright, cheery, tender 
nurse she made, — ^patient and quick-witted, and above all, 
unselfish ; so unselfish, that it never occurred to her that 
she was giving up many pleasures to stay with her charge. 
' Poor Aunt Cassie can't be left alone,' she said, and that 
was all about it 

And so the months grew into years, and Bryan and the 
Captain went and came, until at last the twins celebrated 
their sixteenth biithday in a very quiet way, and had a 
great talk in the little garden behind their uncle's house. 

' What a time it is since we've been home, Bryan ! 
You must go, dear, without me. It is too hard upon 
father and mother never to see you.' 

' What did I say the last time you said that ? ' inquired 
Bryan sternly. 

' You said you'd take a rope's end to me if I said it 
again; much I care for you and your rope's end. You 
ought to go, Bryan.' 

'Sorry to hear it, dear. Because it's painful to find 
one's mind made up not to do what one ought Father 
and mother understand how it is very well, and next time 
I'm at home perhaps Aunt Cassie will be better.' 

'Ah, Bryan, I wonder will that ever be ? Is it not odd 
that Uncle Jack does not give up his profession and stay 
at home with her ? ' 

' He would if he could, gladly ; but his agreement won't 
be up for two years, and if he got released he would 
forfeit half his pension, which he cannot afford to do, 
because poor Aunt Cassie ought to have every comfort. 
Besides, he mil persist in thinking of me, although I have 
begged him not. He says he made himself responsible 
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for me. Between these two reasons he thinks it right to 
hold on.' 

'And if he thinks it right, hell do it/ said Katie. 
'He never talks much about it, but he always doc% 
it.' 

* He's a brick ! * quoth Bryan. ' Except father, I don't 
know so good a man. Why, I've met captains of other 
ships, some of them at least, who never open their mouths 
without swearing ; their language would make your hair 
stand on end till you 'were like a porcupine ; and never 
once have I heard my Captain swear. His men give it 
up too, though he never jaws them about it ; but then he 
never lets it pass, and they see that it vexes him. And 
they do love him, every man of them. There's never any 
lighting on board the Maid^ nor any drinking either. 
Even on shore they keep sober to please him. And I can 
tell you, Katie, half the accidents in the Channel arise 
from the ships just out of port being drunk, — the men, I 
mean; sometimes every man on board drunk, and no 
proper look-out kept, so that they run into each other, 
and run on the Tuskar Eocks, off the Irish coast, in spite 
of the light upon it ! ' 

* Oh how dreadful, Bryan ! Yet Uncle Jack takes a glass 
of grog after dinner.' 

' Yes ; and the men have their allowance, of course. A 
fellow we met at Buenos Ayres once, — Captain Salter of 
the North Star^ — ^he's a temperance man, at least he's a 
total abstinence man, and he urged Uncle Jack to 
become one too ; but uncle said, " No, no, Salter, I don't 
see the sense of it. God has given us a good gift, and He 
means us to use it. I'm not going to throw it back to 
Him, and tell Him by so doing that I think He either 
made a mistake or set a trap for me. I'll take what I 
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need, and no more, and thaJCs temperance, my boy. You're 
just as intemperate as the other fellows who take too 
much." Captain Salter was very angry, and said he'd 
pray for uncle, that he might be brought to his way of 
thinking. Uncle said, " Thank you; Salter, a prayer won't 
do any harm ; only, when you're about it, pray that we 
may both be led right That's better than asking that I 
may be of your mind; for as you're not the Pope, old 
fellow, I suppose you don't think it impossible that you 
may be wrong." Captain Salter was so angry.' 

' Well, he had no right to be, then. Fm sure uncle said 
nothing that ought to have vexed him.' 

' I thought not too. But I've always remarked this : 
When a man takes up a notion, like that about total 
abstinence, you know, that he has almost made up for 
himself instead of gettiug it in the Bible, he thinks every- 
one ought to see with his eyes, and if you don't you're a 
fool, or worse. Katie,' continued Bryan, with a somewhat 
sudden change of topic, ' we haven't measured ourselves 
this time since I came home.' 

' No ; but come along and we'll do it now. I'm afraid 
I haven't grown, — I know by my gown.* 

Away they flew to the dining-room, behind the door of 
which a series of nicks, with dates pencilled above them, 
recorded their growth for three years; the first having 
been made on their thirteenth birthday, which took place 
soon after their arrival in that house. They had grown 
immensely during that year, and were quite proud of their 
height. But, alas ! since then the growth had been very 
gradual ; once or twice, indeed, no fresh nicks had been 
necessary. And to-day they received a cruel shock. For 
the third time there was no growth to record. Five feet 
four they were, and seemed inclined to remain. Most of 
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tlie family being tall, the pair felt a little ashamed of 
this, and gazed ruefully at one another. 

* It don't matter for me/ said Katie ; * but I wish, Bryan, 
that you could grow, if it was only three inches. Uncle 
Jack is five feet seven, and he is not a tall man. ' I wonder 
what you could eat that would make you grow ? * 

* If I took bear's grease instead of butter,' suggested 
Bryan saucily. 

' It's no laughing matter,' replied Katie. * Bob was five 
feet nine at sixteen ; and Jack is taller now than we are. 
Bryan, you'll be the smallest of them all ! ' 

* " The mind's the measure of the man," my dear,' quoted 
Bryan grandly, ' and my mind is immense, — colossal, in 
fact ! ' 

Katie laughed, but then said pensively : 

* Only three inches 1 ' 

' Certainly, Katie ; anything to please you. I'll ask 
Aunt Cassie to lay in a lot of bear's grease at once ; and 
perhaps a bath of that other thing — Eowland's Macassar — 
would be useful ! No, Katie ; seriously, I don't think we 
shall grow any more. But I have a suggestion to make. 
We always take off our shoes to get our exact height ; 
now, as we never walk about barefoot, our real height — 
what every one will always see — is more by the height of 
the heels of our shoes than that marked upon the door- 
post. Let us therefore, my sister, measure ourselves m 
our shoes, once, and once only. And let us then try our 
luck no more, unless we feel quite sure that we have 
grown considerably.* 

Katie laughed heartily, and the plan was at once acted 
upon. And when that evening Uncle Jack saw the 
record, and remarked : 

* Grown nearly an inch, have you ? well, I didn't think 
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you had grown at all/ he could not imagine why this 
simple speech should amuse the twins so much. A few 
days later the Maii of Athens sailed again. 

The outward voyage was made in safety, and the good 
little ship was on her homeward track. Late one evening 
they saw the coast of Ireland in the distance, and the 
Captain said to Bryan : 

* I wonder how we shall find my old lady this time, 
Bryan. I fancied her a little stronger in July. And little 
Katie as taut and trim as the Queen's yacht, with her 
saucy smile and her sweet eyes ! I long to see her. Ah, 
Bryan, boy, you don't know what Katie and you have been 
to us childless old bodies ! ' 

' I know what you've been to us, sir. Well, I shall go 
below, Uncle Jack, for I have the morning watch, and I'm 
sleepy. When shall you turn in, sir V 

* Not at all,* said the Captain. * Don't you know I never 
leave the deck while we are in the narrow seas V 

Bryan took a last look at the distant grey line and the 
setting sun, and then retired to his berth, lying down in 
his clothes lest he might be wanted on deck. He was 
soon asleep. He had slept for some hours, when he was 
roused by a noise, accompanied by an extraordinary move- 
ment of the vessel. Springing to his feet, he was in the 
act of opening the door of the tiny cabin, when, to his utter 
horror and amazement, a tremendous concussion, and a 
sudden cessation of all onward movement, indeed for half 
a moment of any movement at all, made him stagger and 
fall. There was an awful sound too, — a tearing and groan- 
ing ; and before the boy could rise from the floor, he felt 
that the hand he put foith to help him found itself in a 
shallow stream of water. It was pit<;h dark, and he could 
form no idea how it came there. He rushed on deck, and 
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as he did so he felt the ship moving again, but not in any 
way he had ever noticed before, and she was heeling over 
terribly. The ladder by which he went up was generally 
almost upright, now it was barely not level. As he reached 
the deck, something struck him smartly on the face, and 
he instinctively laid hold of it ; it was a loose rope dangling 
and swinging. Hardly had he caught it when he felt the 
deck going away from beneath his feet. In the sudden 
terror, instinct made him hold fast by the rope he had 
caught; and in another moment he knew that he was 
swinging over the surging, weltering waves, for he could 
see the water moving. It has taken me longer to tell all 
this than it took in happening, for you could not have 
counted twenty from the time Bryan first awoke to the 
moment which left him holding on to a rope, swinging 
about a few feet from the water's edge. 

The idea that the rope did not belong to the Maid of 
Athens fortunately never entered the boy's head. How it 
had happened he couldnot imagine, but somehow he had gone 
over the side ; the ship had struck on a rock, perhaps. But 
why was there such a sudden silence ? A moment before 
he had heard the voices of the men, — he knew them all 
well, — and the Captain's above them all, giving some order, 
though he could not distinguish the words. But he did 
not wait to think, his position was too perilous, and hand 
over hand he went up the rope. Was it because he longed 
so anxiously to be on deck again that it seemed to him that 
he had a long way to climb ? What was this — the bowsprit ? 
yes, it must be. In a moment more Bryan was safe for the 
time, sitting astride on the bowsprit of a ship, but, to hia 
increased horror, that ship was not the Maid of Athens. 
There were lights on the deck now, and he could dimly see 
that the ship was much larger than the poor Maid, and 
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there were at least fifteen men in sight, some running to 
and fro, some peering over the vessel's side, and all talking, 
though Bryan could not make out a word they said. Many 
of the crew were men of colour, and nearly all were drunk. 

Bryan understood now what had happened. A large 
vessel had run into the Maid of Athens, and the rope 
which he had caught and held to had been dangling from 
the bowsprit of the stranger, who carried no proper lights, 
as far as he could see. He looked all round ; it was a very 
dark night, with no moon, and he could see but a little 
way. No trace of his own ship ; but that he hardly ex- 
pected, as she would be some way off by this time. If the 
collision had seriously injured her, of course these men 
would be lowering a boat to go to her assistance. The 
poor fellow tried hard not to understand what the t-errible 
feeling as if the deck went away from him, and the sudden 
cessation of all sound, might mean. What a motley crew ! 
Lascars, Mexicans, negroes, and one or two who looked 
like Americans. No one in authority, and all shouting in 
somQ foreign tongue, which Bryan thought was neither 
French nor Spanish, either of which he would have re- 
cognised. In fact it was neither French nor Spanish, nor 
any other recognised language, but a jargon composed of 
words and phrases from many languages, and principally 
consisting of oaths. Bryan felt that he was in a very im- 
enviable situation, and determined to remain where he was 
for the present, in the hope that he might see some one of 
a less forbidding aspect, to whom he might make his pre- 
sence known. 

If Bryan had known exactly what the ship was, and the 
character of her captain and crew, he would have been even 
more alarmed than he now was. The ship was a good one, 
well built and found, and very swift, but never once had she. 
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been engaged in fair, open trade since the day her present 
captain had her built in an American port for his own 
wicked purposes. The captain was a Mexican Spaniard, 
Jos(i by name. There was not a respectable man in the 
crew ; but the captain was probably the wickedest of them 
all, but a splendid sailor, and a fearless man. His present 
business was kidnapping the natives of the Melanesian 
Islands, and carrying them into slavery ; for though not 
called by that name, what else is it when a man is carried 
off against his will, by main force, and made to work 
whether he wishes to do so or not ? Jos^ was in fact one 
of those blots upon the name of humanity, whose mal- 
practices led to the death of our English saint and martyr 
— for that he was as surely as any whose name is in the 
calendar — Bishop Patteson. If you have never read his 
life, do so now, and you will acknowledge that I am right. 
Captain Josh's visit to England had been occasioned by an 
accident to the ship, which could not be so well repaired 
anywhere else. Of course he had appeared in Liverpool 
under a false name, and had shown false papers, or he 
would hardly have been allowed to leave again, as Captain 
Jos^ and the Iron Prince were very well known by name, 
and so you may easily imagine that Bryan's appearance 
would be anything but welcome, and that Captain Jos^ 
was not likely to have many scruples about getting rid of 
him. 

One of the men had gone below to rouse the captain 
from his drunken sleep, and tell him what had occurred, 
and presently he came on deck, and Bryan's heart sank 
when he saw him. He was followed by an Englishman, — a 
big, stupid-looking fellow, not at all a favourable specimen 
of his nation, but to Bryan's eyes he looked civilised and 
human compared to the rest. The captain came nearer, 
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followed by the Englishman, who carried a lantern, and 
they were speaking English, to Bryan's relief. 

'Eun down I I hope we have received no injuries,* 
were the first words he heard. Not that I repeat every 
word, as more than half the sentence was made up of the 
most terrible oaths. 

'None, sir,' said the Englishman carelessly; *a little 
paint rubbed off, I daresay. She was a small vessel ; we 
took her right amidships, and she went down in five 
seconds.* 

'Went downl* echoed a voice they did not know, and 
Bryan suddenly appeared on the deck before them. ' Oh, 
d<yn!t say she went down; it's impossible — ^it can't be 
true!* 

The Mexican seized the boy by the arm, and held him 
fast. 

* Who are you V said he in a low, deep voice, ' and how 
came you here?* 

* I am Bryan Lyle, mate on board the Maid of Athens. 
Captain Mayne; owners, Broderick & Pryce. I ran on 
deck when you struck us, caught a rope, and climbed to 
the bowsprit. But tell me the truth, did the Maid go 
down ? * 

* She did,* said the captain giimly, ' and you had better 
go and look for her; we don't want you here. Heave the 
boy overboard, some of you. We cannot have him here to 
do us a mischief.* 

Two or three of the men, several of whom had 
gathered round to listen, evidently understanding what 
was said, laid hold of Bryan, and prepared to obey 
this inhuman command. Bryan looked up into the face 
of the tall Englishman, who still carried the light, and 
said: 
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'You're English; — will you allow them to murder 
me?' 

' Why shouldn't I ? ' was the reply. 

'Then God have mercy on me/ said the boy firmly, 
* and on' 

'Stop/ cried the Englishman suddenly; *let the boy 
alone. A child like that can't escape from us, and he'll 
be useful. Since Jack the Ban-dog died, we've never 
had soup fit to be swallowed. I say, captain, let's keep 
the boy, and make him cook for us instead of that lazy 
nigger Pomp/ 

* Better be rid of him/ said Captain Jose ; ' but he is 
very young. He may be of use as you say, and we can 
always change our minds. Here, boy, listen to me. The 
first time I see you look as if you wanted to make off, 
your fate is sealed. Carr, as you want to keep him, you 
must look after him. If you get tired of it, you can 
knock his brains out at any time. Hand him over to 
Pomp now, he can show him his work.' 

Sick and dizzy, Bryan almost wished he had not 
appealed to Carr's protection, and had a wild idea of 
refusing to obey, and so provoking them to throw him 
overboard even now ; but he controlled himself. Surely 
there must be some hope of escape somehow. It was 
with a very heavy heart that he followed Pomp, a grinning 
negro, as black as ebony, and in great delight at being 
released from the drudgery of cooking. Pomp took him 
to the cook's galley, and proceeded to give him some 
very rough and ready instructions in preparing breakfast. 
Bryan was so stunned with misery and anxiety, that he 
hardly knew what he was doing, and passed the intervals 
of work in a kind of stupid sleep. After a day or so, the 
tall Englishman, who kept an eye upon his proceedings, 

G 
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informed him tliat if be didn't rouse himself and make 
liimself useful, he'd try what a rope's end would do for 
him ; ' and if tltat don't rouse you, overboard you go, my 
boy. Tho captaiu will have no idler on board the /ron 
iVtnce.' 




CHAPTER X. 

TUE CUBKACLOE COAST. 

^BjHE Maid of Athens had been overdue some 
days before Mrs. Mayne began to feel alarm, 
even then Katie did not share the 
feeling. With very young people, so crushing 
a misfortune as the loss of her brother in so dreadful 
a way would be to Katie Lyle, seems almost impossible ; 
but as weeks went by without news, she too began to 
be frightened. She knew that her father and mother 
did not know the probable date of the Maid's arrival as 
well as she did, and she would not add to their uneasi- 
ness, so she bore it alone. Quite alone, as far as earthly 
help was concerned, for her aunt was a very anxious 
charge to her, the poor woman's heaJth giving way 
completely, and her mind becoming perceptibly weaker. 
It was a trying time, and Katie grew tliin and pale ; 
her step grew slow and languid, and her smile was more 
sad than weeping. At last — was it a blow, or was it a 
relief from suspense ? — Mr. Broderiok, the senior partner 
in the firm which Captain Mayne had served so long 
and so faithfully, came to Brook Villas, and with great 
sympathy and kindness told them that the figurehead 
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and part of a boat belonging to the Maid of Athens had 
come ashore on the coast of Ireland. So now there could 
be no doubt that the ship was lost ; and from the appear- 
ance of the boat it was believed that she had been run 
down. 

Katie sat white and quiet; her whole being seemed 
crushed. But Mrs. Mayne, who had done little for many 
days but sit and cry, and who had of late hardly spoken, 
further than to say yes or no, stood up now and dried her 
eyes, saying : 

* Where on the coast, Mr. Broderick ? * 

' On the Curracloe coast, a place in Wexford, about five 
miles from the town.* 

' If so much has come ashore there, more may come. 
1*11 go there and watch for my Jack. Katie, child, come 
and get ready.* 

She left the room without further noticing Mr. 
Broderick. 

* My poor child,' said that gentleman, ' have you no one 
to help you with her ? ' 

* No one,* answered Katie. ' They're all — ^gone.' 

' Can I do anything for you ? It is no time to speak of 
money, but do not let her want for anything that money 
can give her. The pension shall be paid, and * 

He stopped, for the girl's dark eyes were fixed upon 
him so vacantly that he saw she did not understand 
him. 

* 1*11 tell her,* she said ; ' but now let me follow her,. 
She cannot walk alone.* 

' One word — your father is alive, is he not ? Give me 
his address.* 

Katie obeyed without thinking why he wanted it. And 
then he went away, full of pity for the pale little creature^ 
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whose eyes were aching with the hot tears that would not 
come freely. 

Katie found that her aunt had gone up-stairs unassisted, 
and was engaged in putting some clothes into a trunk. She 
seemed quite strong, and spoke with more than her old 
authority, although of late she had been quite dependent, 
and like a child. Katie obeyed her without thinking. 

' Katie, go and get what clothes you will want ; we may 
be kept there some time. Make haste, dear ; the Dublin 
boat sails at eight o'clock, and we must be in time.* 

In a few minutes the trunk was packed. Aunt Cassie 
dressed herself, and Katie, still in a kind of dream, did the 
same. They reached the Dublin boat in good time. 

Mr. Broderick lost no time in writing to Mr. Lyle, 
telling him of the certainty that the Maid of Athens was 
lost, and of the sad state in which Mrs. Mayne seemed to 
be. He said he almost feared that her mind was afifected 
by her grief, and that ' the child ' ought not to be alone 
with her. Deceived by her size, he thought Katie a mere 
child, and so indeed in many ways she still was. Mr. 
Lyle, who now called himself quite well again, set out at 
once for Liverpool, leaving Valehead truly a house of 
mourning. Nobody knew which to grieve for most, — 
Bryan, whom they believed to be dead, or poor desolate 
Katie. 

Mr. Lyle arrived at Brook Villas the same day, and 
found the servant there alone. ' Missus and Miss Katie,' 
she said, *went to Ireland yesterday evening.* Much 
alarmed, Mr. Lyle went to Mr. Broderick, hoping to hear 
something more from him. Mr. Broderick told him that 
Mrs. Mayne had spoken of going to Wexford, but that he 
had not thought she would be able to carry out her 
intention, or he would have interfered. 
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Mr. Lyie crossed to Dublin that night His grief was 
very bitter. Bryan was very dear to him ; yet it was of 
Katie that he was thinking all that weary night. Once, 
long ago, when the twins were about eight yeso^s old, an 
accident had happened at Yalehead, and for a little while 
they had all believed that Bryan, with one of the younger 
children, had been killed. The memory of that day came 
back now, and Katie's dumb agony as she lay half-sense- 
less in her mother's arms. And when, next day, he 
landed in Dublin, among all the noise and confusion, the 
strange voices and strange ways, and the throng of dreadful- 
looking beggars, who surely would be tolerated in no other 
city in the civilised world, he thought of his poor little 
girl, with her terrible sorrow fresh upon her, being dragged 
helpless through a crowd like this 1 Every one was very 
kind, he found, when he explained his errand, and he 
easily traced the forlorn pair to a great hotel in Sackville 
Street. Here he questioned a waiter. 

' Indeed, I do remember them, sir ; an* the child's face 
wouldn't be easy forgot. A bit she didn't eat, nor the old 
lady either. Yes, sir; they went to Harcourt Street in 
time for the five o'clock train to Wexford yesterday even- 
ing. What ailed the little lady, sir, if I may make bold to 
ask?' 

Mr. Lyle explained briefly. 

' Oh, the poor child ! and the old lady, sir ; indeed, I 
wish you'd got 'em, for you may believe me, she's not fit 
to take care of herself, to say nothing of the child.' 

Even more anxious than before, Mr. Lyle found that he 
could not possibly go on that evening. He was still 
obliged to be very careful of his health, and he dreaded 
reaching Wexford only to be laid up, adding to Katie's 
burden. So he forced himself to remain where he was 
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until the next morning, and then took an early train for 
Wexford, or rather for Enniscorthy, for the railway went 
no farther at that time. 

Arrived at Enniscorthy, he found a singular-looking 
vehicle drawn up close to the station. On second 
thoughts, singular is not a happy word by which to 
describe it, for it was distinctly two vehicles clumsily 
joined together. In front there was an old stage-coach, 
and behind there was a small and inconvenient omnibus. 
Mr. Lyle found on inquiry that the coach was for the 
accomipodation of first-class passengers, and the onmibus 
for the second and third-class. Having travelled second- 
class, he repaired to the back of the queer-looking affair, 
and prepared to climb in. The steps were very small, 
and very upright^ and the smell of the interior was such 
that he paused about half-way up, and looked round 
doubtfully. A handsome, soft-eyed young woman, with 
a baby in her arms, who was looking on, remarked with a 
blush : 

'Shure ye may pay up the differ if ye like, an* go 
dacent.' 

Anything like the richness and sweetness of her voice 
he had never heard, nor anything in the least like her 
brogue either. The smell, however, decided him to follow 
her friendly advice, and, having ' paid up the differ,* he 
took his seat in the coach, which was a degree — and only 
a degree — better than the omnibus. In a few minutes the 
coachman climbed up to his box, and then ensued a long 
converaation between him and the bystanders, — a very 
witty one, if one might judge by the laughter, but Mr, 
Lyle did not understand what was said, until at last the 
coachman gathered up the reins, remarking : 

'liCt 'em go, Larry, ye villain; shure we carry Her 
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Majesty's mails, an* you delayin' us with your non- 
sense ! ' 

' Faix, then, it's me own males Fm thinkin* of, and not 
the Queen's,* remarked Larry ; ' be oflf with ye, and let me 
home to me dinner.' 

The composite vehicle gave a convulsive shiver, its 
bones rattled, and there was a movement as if it were 
parting in the middle, and that the omnibus would be left 
behind. It stuck on, however, probably by the mere force 
of habit ; and very soon they were out of the town, and 
going at a good pace along the beautiful river road. Such 
a road Mr. Lyle, who had hardly ever been out of his 
native place, had never seen before, — broad, and smootli, 
and white ; even the old ' composite ' could not jolt much 
upon that road. And anxious and unhappy as he was, 
Mr. Lyle could not but gaze with admiration at the 
scenery. The beautiful Slaney, as blue as blue can be, 
with the splendid trees dipping their branches into the 
water, or sweeping back to reveal a glade of green turf 
which was green down to the very edge, the reflection so 
vivid as to be almost puzzling, for he found himself wonder- 
ing how the grass managed to grow upside down 1 An 
occasional ' cot,' or flat-bottomed boat, laden to the water's 
edge, came along, being poled slowly up the stream. I do 
not think that this fair earth — the home which God made 
so lovely for the sons of men, and which they, alas ! do 
their worst to mar — -contains a lovelier twelve-mile drive 
than that which lies between Enniscorthy and Wexford. 

After so much loveliness, the town was rather a shock. 
It looked — at least many of the houses did — as if just 
about to fall ; but Mr. Lyle paid but little attention to 
this, being anxious to get on at once to Curracloe. 

* To Curracloe is it ? ' said the man he had addressed. 
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a waiter or groom (the costume might suggest either) 
in the hotel at which the coach had stopped. 
^ *To Curracloe is it? Would yer honour be going to 
the Coloners ? Shure he's not in town to-day at all, sir.* 

' I know no one here. I only want to get a conveyance 
of some kind, if there is no other way of getting there.* 

'Yes, sir, so you can. But you'll have some dinner 
before you start off again ? * 

' Thank you, no. I shall go on at once. Did a lady — 
an Englishwoman, with a girl with her — stay here last 
night ? ' 

* No, sir, not last night, but the night before she did. 
Mrs. Mayne her name was.' 

* Yes ; and did she go on to Curracloe ? * 

' She did, sir ; and that's what made me call out when 
you named the same place, for it does seem quare that so 
many forriners should all be makin' for Curracloe at the 
same time ; for it's an out-of-the-way hole, so 'tis ; nothing 
to see, and less to do, barrin* you're a coastguard or a fisher ; 
and few goes there, and that's the truth. But yer honour 
will have business there ? ' 

* I am in haste to get there,' said Mr. Lyle ; ' will you 
see about the carriage ? ' 

* You'll have a kyar, sir — twice as handy. Here, Dick 
— Tom — Mick — Dan — some of ye yoke up a kyar for an 
English gentleman that's in a hurry to get to Curracloe on 
private business ! ' 

A tall man in a dirty white shirt and a tall hat 
appeared, and ran to obey this order ; and very soon the 
car, with Mr. Lyle on one side, holding on as an English- 
man does hold on when for the first time he mounts an 
Irish car, and on the other the driver, lolling back with 
an air of thorough comfort and security, with one leg 
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easily laid over the other, was dashing over the bridge 
which here crosses the Slaney. The driver had assumed 
a blue coat with red at the seams, and of a tattered appear- 
ance everywhere, and still wore the very tall hat cocked 
much on one side. 

It was not a pretty drive, and it seemed very long to 
the anxious traveller, when at last the driver roused 
himself from what seemed to be a gentle doze, though the 
horse rattled along all the same, and, pointing with his 
whip, said : 

' There's the say, yer honour. That's Curracloe. Where 
will I take you, sir ? * 

' Look here, my man,' said Mr. Lyle j ' some pieces of 
wreck came in on this coast lately, and a lady, who believes 
that they were part of her husband's ship, came over from 
England to make inquiries. She's a relation of mine, and 
my little daughter is with her. I am afraid that the poor 
old lady is ill, and the girl is but a child. I want to find 
them : can you help me ? * 

* Lost her husband in the wrack ! * the man exclaimed. 
' I saw her, poor soul ! An' the little girl, sir, was she so 
fond of the ould gentleman too ? for she looked wan that 
had seen the sun set that she didn't want to see rise 
again.' 

There was real sympathy in his voice, and Mr. Lyle 
answered : 

' Her brother was in the ship — ^they were twins.' 

'Ah! see that now. The poor little cratur! Ah, sir, 
but the say's the cruel thing ! Look at it now wid the 
sun slantin' along it ; shure ye'd say butter wouldn't melt 
in its mouth ; but them that knows it knows better. Me 
own brother now, he was engaged in the fishin' way, 
shure the say got him too ; the boat came in bgddom up- 
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wards, an* no word of Mike. I heard about this piece of 
wrack — ^'twas the figurehead came in; and if we drive 
down on the strand, and go to where it is, very likely 
we'll see something of the poor thinjgs.* 

As Mr. Lyle had no better plan to propose, he assented 
to this. They drove down through a gap in the low 
sandbanks, and, after ploughing through a good deal of 
soft sand, reached the margin of the sea, which was hard 
and smooth. 

' Half-way to the Eaven Point, sir, the figure came in ; 
an* be the same token there's some one there now ! * 

They drove along. It was a low, level beach, with a 
row of rounded sandbanks, on which grew a coarse grey- 
green grass, which hardly concealed the dazzling sand 
beneath. As far as the eye could reach there was no 
change, except that looking back Mr. Lyle saw some dark- 
coloured banks in the distance. It was a bright evening, 
and if one were in good spirits, a walk or drive, or better 
still a ride, along that fine level stretch of wet sand, with 
the salt breeze blowing upon your face, might be pleasant ; 
but to Edwin Lyle, with his heavy heart, it seemed un- 
utterably dreary, and he could think of nothing but his 
poor Katie. As they drew near the group which the 
driver had espied, Mr. Lyle saw that there were three 
people, — Mrs. Mayne, Katie, and a lad — a half-clothed, 
red-headed fellow, who lay stretched on the dry sand 
farther up. Some one had set up the poor Maid of 
Athens upon an old post, — ^relic of some former wreck, — 
and leaning against this Mrs. Mayne stood, gazing out to 
sea ; Katie was crouched on the sand at her feet. They 
did not stir imtil the car was quite near; then Katie 
looked up, and, slowly rising, came with lingering steps to 
meet her father. 
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* You know, father ? ' she whispered. 

* Yes, my child — my little Katie. Let me see your face, 
my dear. my poor Katie ! * 

* Yes/ she said in the same dreamy way, * poor Katie ! 
poor thing I that's what the sea is saying. Father, Aunt 
Cassie is ill, I know, and she won't mind me.' 

* Where are you staying, my dear ? ' 

' At a cottage ; that boy knows the way.' 

Mr. Lyle lifted her in his arms, and placed her on the 
car ; the driver looked at her once, and then pretended to 
be busy about the horse. Then Mr. Lyle went to Aunt 
Cassie. 

' My dear aunt,' he said, ' will you not speak to me ? 
Do you know me ?' he added hastily, as he saw the strange 
look of her face. 

* Know you ? of course I know you, Edwin Lyle. You 
have heard about my Jack, and your little Bryan too? 
Both gone, Edwin. I am just waiting ; I think I may 
find him here. When I have found him, and seen him 
buried, I think I can rest a bit. I daresay we're not 
parted for long.* 

She looked up at the wooden face of the little figurehead. 

' There's the Maid,' said she. * Jack used to say it was 
like me long ago, but I think it was only his fancy. But 
to think, Edwin, that this poor wooden thing is safe, and 
our two, my Jack and your Bryan* 

' Aunt Cassie, let me take you to your lodgings. See, I 
have a car here, and I will pay men to watch. You are 
not fit to be here, and my little Katie is quite worn out.' 

She submitted at once. The boy said that the lady had 
taken rooms at the Eaven, — the village, not the point, — and 
thither the car conveyed the whole party. 

Mr. Lyle remained there for some days, and then deter- 
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mined to take his aunt home to Valehead. Katie was in 
a state which made him long to place her in her mother's 
care. She never cried, nor spoke, except to answer a 
question, and she seemed half-asleep always. As to Mrs. 
Mayne, her sudden strength was rapidly failing her. Mr. 
Lyle spoke to the chief boatman at the little coastguard 
station, and made him promise to telegraph to him if any 
more of the wreck, or thei bodies of any of the crew, should 
come ashore. He then told his aunt what he had done, 
and begged her, for Katie's sake, to come to Valehead. 
She submitted ; but the remains of her strength seemed to 
leave her that very day, and she looked very unfit to take 
a journey. However, it was better to go when her consent 
had been obtained. Katie was quite passive, except in one 
particular, — she would not leave the poor Maid of Athens 
behind. Her father was rather unwilling to grant her re- 
quest, but her heart was set upon it, and at last he con- 
sented, and got leave from all concerned to carry it off. 

Mrs. Mayne was so ill while travelling, that Mr. Lyle 
almost expected that she would not reach Valehead alive, 
and she took to her bed at once when they arrived there. 
Katie roused herself to nurse her carefully, but still silently ; 
the only thing she spoke about was to ask her brother 
Edwin to set up the Maid of Athens close to poor Help's 
grave, which was done. The girl went about like one in a 
dream ; her mother could do nothing for her, but watch her 
carefully, and pray for her. Poor little Katie I 




CHAPTER XL 



NEWS FEOM AUSTEALU. 



■HE Maid of Athens was lost in September, and it 
was in the early part of October that Mr. Lyle 
brought hia charges home to Valehead. It was 
DOW more than three years since the three 
young Lyles and Uncle Bryan had gone to Australia, and 
during all this time the accounts from thence had been, on 
the whole, satisfactoty. Wilfred's knowledge of engineer- 
ing, though very slight, had proved most useful to him- 
He had actually made a road ; nay, no less to hia own 
surprise than that of his father, he had built a bridge, 
and had been exceedingly well paid for both achievements. 
When Mr. Lyle be^ed to be told how he had planned the 
bridge, Wilfred wrote word that he built it by the rule of 
thumb, and that it was a very good bridge, and would stand 
as long aa the tower of London. He was atill in Mr. 
Stedman's service, and so were Jim and liobert, and so had 
Uncle Bryan been for some time ; but, not very long before 
this date, he had persuaded Mr. Stedman to allow Boland 
to take his place, and Boland was getting on very well, and 
seemed inclined to be steady ; but his father left the station 
altogether, and for some little time his movements were 
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■unknown to those at home. Mr. Lyle shook his head 
sadly, and said : 

'Well, I hardly expected any better, Lucy. Poor 
fellow ! he has the kindest heart that ever beat, but I always 
think of what old Jacob said of his son Keuben, *' Unstable 
as water, thou shalt not excel." He has some wild scheme 
in his head, you may be sure, by which he is to make the 
fortunes of the whole family.' 

But Mr. Lyle was far more seriously annoyed when 
letters came telling him that Uncle Bryan had persuaded 
Jim to go to him to aid in carrying out some new scheme. 
Roland, though much stronger than when he first went out, 
was not strong enough to encounter the hardships of a new 
settlement. Mr. Lyle wrote to Wilfred, begging him to 
advise James wisely, — saying, too, that he himself would 
not advise, far less desire, Jim to return to Mr. Stedman, 
because, not being on the spot, he thought Wilfred would 
be a better judge than he could be. Wilfred wrote back 
that ' old Jim' was all right, and Uncle Bryan knew what 
he was about. Mr. Lyle tried to hope that this was the 
case, and he felt rather more at ease, as he had great con- 
fidence in Wilfred. 

Young Fair had continued to be a constant visitor at 
Valehead all these years. He was a fine fellow, — ^good, 
steady, and thoughtful ; but Mrs. Lyle often wished that 
he would ' speak out,' if he really meant to pay attentions 
to her gentle Lucy. For, as she said to her husband, it 
was all very well to come there day after day (or rather 
evening after evening, for during the day he had other 
business on hand), walking about the farni witK Lucy when 
the weather was fine, and sitting in the hall staring at her 
when it rained ; no weather seemed to keep him at home. 
But all this might come to an end ; he might just leave 
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off coming, aud leave poor simple Lucy with a sore 
heart 
To which Mr. Lyle replied : 

' The fact is, Lucy, your boys are all so quick and lively, 
that you don't understand a slow fellow like Hugh Fair. 
He's like his father. Fair once wanted to buy a pony of 
mine, Ben Bolt by name, and he came here regularly every 
evening for a whole summer, caught the pony, led him up 
aud down before the house, and then took him back to the 
herd and let him go, saying, in exactly the same voice, 
" That's the beast for my money," And I don't believe he'd 
have concluded the bargain as soon as he did, if Wilfred 
hadn't told him confidentially that the groom from Holme 
Park was looking out for a pony for his mistress, and 
had fancied Ben Bolt. Fair bought him then.' 

' That's the very thing I'm saying, my dear. As long as 
he is allowed to go on as he does, he'll never think of 
speaking out ; and it is not fair to Lucy.' 

' But it just is fair to Lucy, my dear; and Lucy seems 
very happy.' 

* She won't be happy when Hugh begins to spend his 
evenings somewhere else, though.* 

* But why suspect him, Lucy ? We've known him all 
his life, and never knew any harm of him. Why shouldn't 
we trust him now ? If I interfered, and he took offence, it 
would make Lucy unhappy at once ; and besides, I should 
hate to seem as if I wanted to make a man marry my 
girl. I think if he wants to be made do it, she'd be better 
without him. Now, wouldn't she ? ' 

* I believe she would,' said Mrs. Lyla 

' And in a month or so Fair will find the evenings too 
cold for wandering about, and then he'll think '— — 
' Of sitting by the hall fire instead, my dear. Yes, I 
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have no doubt he will. He has thought of it for two 
winters back now.' 

And as Mrs. Lyle prophesied, so it fell out ; for this con- 
versation took place in the autumn of the year before the 
loss of the Maid of Athens, and Hugh Fair had now gone 
through another summer of evening walks. But when he 
saw Lucy in such grief for the loss of her little brother, 
' and, Hugh, the twins were the first babies I was ever 
trusted with,' she sobbed out; ' and now our little Bryan, 
the darling, fearless, saucy little fellow, is gone, and Katie 
will follow him, I suppose,' Hugh set to work to console 
her ; and though Mrs. Lyle never could make out what he 
had said, Lucy seemed satisfied, and old Mr. Fair came 
presently to tell Mr. Lyle that ' he'd rather the boy should 
marry Dicy without a penny than any other girl he knew 
with a stocking full, for never a man married a Lyle yet 
that didn't live happy and comfortable.' 

This took place a day or two after Mr. Lyle's retuiii 
from Ireland, and all were well pleased, though the first 
engagement in the family could not be the delight it would 
have been in happier times, and Lucy told her lover that 
he must have patience, for that she did not see how she 
was to leave her mother. Patience, however, Hugh pro- 
mised to have, and everybody said he was likely to keep 
his word. 

'Mother,' said Lucy to Mrs. Lyle one evening when 
they were busy together in the dairy, ' do you think Katie 
is ill ? Her face frightens me. She looks so old, and yet 
so baby-like.' 

' She is so thin,' said Mrs. Lyle, ' and so white ! But I 
don't think she is actually ill. I don't know what to do 
about her, Lucy, — ^that is the truth of it. Here is March 
now, six months have passed, and the child looks just as 

H 
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she did the day we got her home. She never cries nor 
complains, and she nurses Aunt Cassie and manages her 
better than any one else can. But even Dora, of whom 
she was so fond, she hardly notices ; and I declare I am 
fairly at my wits* end when I think about her.' 

' Perhaps she would be better if she was less with Aunt 
Cassie, and more in the open air,' said Lucy. 

* She seems to shrink so from going about ; you know 
every comer of the place must make her feel lonely. 
Except to sit for a few minutes on Help's grave, she won't 
go out, and I cannot bear to order her to go, Lucy. She'd 
go, but she seems to hate it ; and the child is so patient.' 

* Yes ; but what I thought of was to give her employ- 
ment that would bring her out more. Aunt Cassie likes 
me very well. Suppose I were to take charge of her every 
morning from the time Katie gets up until dinner-time, 
and let Katie help you in the dairy and poultry-yard. 
I'm afraid, though, that it will . give you more work, 
mother.' 

' I should not mind that, if it would do her any good, 
and I think it might. She used to be the handiest little 
helper, — do you remember when ? — Lucy, Lucy ! my 
bonny twins ! ' 

She sat down on a bench, and cried bitterly. 

' Dear mother, for one of them you need not sorrow. 
If ever a boy was always ready to go, that boy was our 
little Bryan. It is for poor Katie we must think.' 

The change was tried. Katie made no objection, and 
helped her mother with the same silent, gentle indifference 
which appeared in all she did, except her care of Aunt 
Cassie. Indifference is too strong a word, but I cannot 
find a better. Mrs. Lyle watched her one day feeding a 
clutch of early chickens whom an accident had deprived 
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of their mother, with conscientious care and unfailing 
gentleness and dexterity, but without the slightest interest 
in a task which once would have delighted her, and set 
her merry tongue prattling for hours. 

' Katie, my darling, do you dislike doing this ? ' said 
Mrs. Lyle gently. 

' No, mother. Why should I ? ' 

' You like it, then ? tell me, my little one.* 

* Like it ? * she answered slowly. ' I didn't think about 
it, mother.* 

' My little Katie, I am half afraid to speak, for words 
do serve one so badly when hearts are sore. But won't 
you, my darling, for my sake — poor mother, who loves 
you hoth so dearly — just care a little ? Katie, I am 
frightened for you.* 

Katie pressed close to her, and laid her head upon her 
breast. She drew long breaths, but seemed unable to cry. 

' I wish the tears would come,' she said, ' they hurt me 
so. Mother, don't be afraid, I'm not rebelling ; I say, 
" Thy will, not mine," every day, and most days I feel 
it. But something in me is gone to sleep, and I can't 
wake it.* 

' But will you try, dear ? ' 

' Mother, I'm afraid. It's better asleep, maybe. If it 
woke — if it woke ! * 

She drew herself away from her mother's arms, and in 
her eyes there was a frightened look, while she clasped 
her hands and raised them as if imploring. But before 
Mrs. Lyle could think what to say, the girl had resumed 
her ordinary look again, and had taken up the basketful 
of chickens to finish her task. 

March had nearly passed, when one day a tall man 
walked up to the hall door and looked in. Mrs. Mayne 
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had been able to leave her room lately, and was sitting by 
the fire in the hall, with Katie beside her. Edith and 
Dora were playing in and out, and Miss Dora, who was 
shy, began to whimper when she saw the stranger. At 
the sound of the child's cry, Katie looked up. She started 
up, and a gleam of colour came into her pale cheeks. 

' Don't cry, Dora,' she said ; ' it is — our uncle.* 

' And you are Katie,' said Uncle Bryan slowly. ' My 
little one, my poor Katie ' * 

' Are you come home alone ? ' she asked. 

' No, my dear ; at least I am alone, as you see. But all is 
well ; don't be frightened.' 

' Dora, run and call Lucy,' said Katie ; ' tell her I want 
her. Why, where is Dora ? ' 

The children had run to spread the news, and now both 
Lucy and her mother ran into the hall. Uncle Bryan was 
strangely quiet ; he tried to greet them in his old cheery 
fashion, but the sight of Katie had unnerved him. He 
had always been particularly fond of his god-children the 
twins, and, much as he had heard of the change in poor 
Katie, he had not been prepared for it. 

* My dear sister,' he said, ' and Lucy. Ah, Miss Lucy, 
I've heard news of you ! And where's ISTed ? — ^I mean my 
brother. I must give up calling him Ned now that he is 
going to be married — ^got a daughter who is going to be 
married, I mean.' 

* He and Edwin are on the Steeps. Will you go to hiin, 
or shall I send for him ? ' said Mrs. Lyle. ' dear brother, 
I hope you have no bad news for him ? ' 

* None, Lucy ; no news but what is good — better — best ! 
Yes, send for him by all means. Eun, you little white- 
headed Edith, and tell him I have walked all the way, so 
he must come to me. I'm dead tired*' 
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' All the way from Australia ? * cried Edith, opening her 
eyes wide. 

' Not exactly ; only from the station. Tell him I have 
grand news ; and bring Edwin too. I won't tell it till I 
have you all together.* 

Katie shivered, and drew back to where Mrs. Mayne sat 
watching the speakers rather excitedly. 

' Who is it, my dear ? where has he come from ? * she 
whispered. 

'It is our uncle, Aunt Cassie, come home from Aus- 
tralia.' 

* Your uncle, my dear,' said the poor thing fussily ; ' what 
uncle ? ' 

' Father's brother,' Katie answered. ' Sit down, auntie 
dear ; he shall come and speak to you.' 

' Yes, yes, call him here. But what's his name, Katie, 
what's his name ? ' 

She was still struggling to rise from her chair ; her face 
was flushed, and her voice strange and thick. Katie 
beckoned to her uncle to come near. 

' It is Uncle Bryan,' she said ; ' you met him here long 
ago. Aunt Cassie.' 

* You — you didn't meet any one in Australia, sir ? No 
boat came there, from a wreck, you know ? ' the poor old 
lady began. Katie slipped away, and crept to her usual 
haunt. Help's grave. Sitting down on the little hillock, 
she whispered : 

' I've said his name again ! Oh me, I don't know how 
I did it ! But nothing matters very much, I believe.' 

She leaned her cheek against the old figurehead, and 
drew one or two long breaths ; then she sat there quietly 
with closed eyes. Suddenly Ned ran along the path, 
calling excitedly : 
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* Katie, are you here ? Come Lome, dear, come quickly. 
Uncle Bryan won't tell his news until you are by ; and he 
declares he has most wonderful news to tell us.' 

Katie looked up ; her face so suddenly lighted up with 
wonder and excitement that Edwin started, she looked 
so like herself again. 

* Was Aunt Cassie right ? — is it that ? Ned, help me 
up, I'm frightened.' 

Edwin, rather puzzled, raised her tenderly and helped 
her along the path. But suddenly it struck him that the 
child was under a cruel delusion. He said gently : 

' Katie, my dear, I think the news is something about 
money.' 

She stopped and looked up at him. The strange light 
faded from her face ; and after a short pause she said : 

* Would he not tell without me ? * 

*He said he would not. Do come, dear; it will be 
better, believe me.' 

' You'd be happier without ine. I only put people in 
mind; but I'll come. Go on, Ned, and say I'm coming.' 

Edwin went on a few steps, but then waited for her. 
He saw her go back to her old haunt, and lean against the 
Maid of Athens for a few moments, and then she came 
back to him. 

' Here's my little darling,' Uncle Bryan cried. ' Sit here 
beside me, Katie, and listen to the good news that I've 
come all the way from Australia to bring you,' 

' Yes,* she answered, and took the seat he pointed out 
in silence. 

* Now that the time has come for telling our story (for 
it's not mine alone), I hardly know where to begin. Almost 
from the time we went out, we saw — ^Will and I — ^that 
there was a fortune to be made by any one who should set 
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up a decently respectable lodging-house, with a kind of 
genen 1 store combined, at a new gold-field within forty 
miles or so of Stedman's. The gold-digging mania never 
seized on any of us. We saw too many going back poorer 
than they came, for one who got anything worth having. 
Will is a rock of sense, and he kept us steady. But this 
was another affair altogether. However, it was out of the 
question, because we had no capital Then that clever 
fellow, Wilfred, began to make pots of tin — quantities of 
money, I mean, ladies — ^by his road-making. Some of it 
went to you, but some we kept to start the great enter- 
prise, should it ever become possible. Fancy our feelings 
when a fellow came to us on his way to the very place we 
had our eye on, intending to set up just such a place as we 
thought of! I wonder we kept our hands off him! But 
he failed ; for he cheated right and left, and the fellows 
wanted to lynch him. He passed through our place on 
his way back to Melbourne in less than a month. At last 
we had scrai)ed up capital enough, and Stedman consented 
to give my situation to Eoland, who was hardly up to the 
constant riding which seems natural to your boys, Ned. 
I believe they'd live in the saddle. So I started for Sandy 
Creek, — that's the name of the diggings.' 

' What ! after they wanted to lynch the man who tried 
it before ? ' cried Mrs. Lyle. 

' My dear Lucy, he deserved it ; and I didn't mean to. 
I took a stock of groceries, etc., and materials for knocking 
up a wooden house of some size ; also one or two tents, 
which we got second-hand. I had hard work at first, for 
not a man would leave off digging and grubbing to help 
me. But I got my store open at last, and found that the 
speculation was going to take. So then Jim came to help 
me. Confess now, old fellow,' Uncle Bryan said to his 
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brother, * that you gave me up from the time I left Sted- 
man's, and only hoped I might not ruin Jim ? ' 

Mr. Lyle laughed. 

' Gro on with your story/ said he ; 'we are all greatly 
interested/ 

'Ay, I thought so! Well, we made money rapidly. 
We ruled our lodgers with a rod of iron. Jim has the 
most convincing fists I ever met with. Will and Eob 
came to pay us a visit after a time. Now comes the 
exciting part of my story/ 

A general movement and cries of ' Go on/ 

' Will and I went out for a walk. Will wanted to see 
the gold-seekers at work. We looked on for some time ; 
such a crew, and such a queer scene altogether! Some 
washing for gold, some digging, all muddy and dirty and 
disreputable-looking to the last degree. Then Will said 
he'd like to walk up the stream a little way, which we did. 
It is a little river, not as big as ours here. About two 
miles up the stream there is a sharpish bend in it, and, 
after staring about for some time, Will says, "Half an 
hour's hard work would turn the stream down that straight 
gully that cuts off that little neck of land, do you see, 
uncle ? " " And what of that ? " said I. " You see," said 
Will, " the gravel here looks just like that where the gold 
is ; and if there is a decent nugget in this little bend, we 
should see it if we. turned off the water." As soon as he 
had said this I only wondered that I had never thought of 
it before. Next morning the four of us went up, as soon 
as we could get away unperceived, with pick, spade, and 
shovel, and to work we went. Give me a bit of paper and 
a pencil ; thank you, Jack. Here, you see, was the stream. 
This is the old channel. Here is the gully, which we first 
deepened a little here and there, and then cut away the 
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earth, and let the water run in ; it joined its own bed again 
down here. Will was our captain, and we worked with a 
will. I didn't mean that pun. The half-hour's work of 
which he had spoken meant four hours' hard work ; but it 
was done at laist. The stream broke away the last foot 
or so of earth sooner than we expected, whereby Eob was 
carried away and rolled over and over until he was black 
and blue ; but we hauled him out. Then we set to work 
to explore the thirty or forty yards of the bed of the river, 
which by this time was almost empty, except in pools. 
And there, tucked away comfortably under a big stone, we 
got a bit of yellow shining stuff, which, my dear people, is 
worth ten thousand pounds.' 

' Ten thousand ! Impossible, Bryan ! ' 

'Possible, Edwin. I sold that nugget yesterday in 
London. And I lodged seven thousand five hundred 
pounds in your name, Edwin, in Child's bank, and two 
thousand five hundred in my own ; the boys would have 
it so. The money we made by our spec, and that we got 
for the plant when we left the place, I have with me. It 
will pay what I owe you, old fellow. And I feel more 
thankful, dear Ned, than I have words to tell you.' 

* But look here, Bryan. Do you mean to say that you 
found gold to the value of ten thousand pounds in that 
bend of the stream ? ' 

' We did, in half an hour after the water ran off. But 
there has been a great deal more than that got there ; it 
has turned out better than the original place. When we 
had bagged our nugget, and one or two small ones, — I have 
them to show you, — Wilfred sat down on a stone, and 
seemed deep in thought. We went on turning over stone 
after stone, getting quite excited over it. After a few 
minutes that boy of yours got up. " Now," says he, " listen, 
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uncle, and you two fellows. We've got all we want, and 
more — more than we ever expected to get. This nugget 
is worth eight or ten thousand pounds, I am sure. Now, 
we've seen what the gold fever brings men to, and we've 
often thanked Ood that we didn't catch it ; and if we 
don't mind what we're about, we shall catch it now. 
Uncle, let us go right down, and tell the fellows down 
there of this new place ; it's only fair and neighbourly. 
And let us take what we've got, and be thankful, and look 
for no more until the others have a fair chance." And 
we did as he said. If you had only seen 'the fellows* 
faces ! Some thought us fools for our pains ; some said it 
was a good plot, but we wouldn't draw them off on a wild- 
goose chase. But those that went made a very good thing 
of it. I got a very little more ; your boys worked no 
more at it, and Will and Eob went back to Stedman's. 
Jim kept our business going until our arrangements for 
selling it were complete. They said, "Father wouldn't 
like us to keep with that set ; " but I wanted to get enough 
to make poor Charlotte happy, and so I have. Perhaps 
she'll forgive me now, poor soul, for having been such a 
failure.* 
' And those boys of mine sent it all over to me ? ' 
* Every penny. In fact they seem to think it was yours 
from the first. Their only wish is to set Valehead up 
again. Edwin, there never were such boys as yours. 
Their manly, simple love for you and Lucy, and for each 
other, and for this place, — their unselfish ways, — I never 
knew such fellows. I said so once to Will, and he 
answered, '* Father and mother never had a thought but 
for our good. There never was such a happy home as we 
had, and all owing to them. Of course we think of that 
now." ' 
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' Lucy,* whispered Mr. Lyle to his wife, who was sitting 
beside him. She laid her hand on his. They did not 
speak ; but surely that moment overpaid them for many 
trials. 

'They won't stay in Australia,' said Uncle Bryan 
presently, looking at his watch. ' They said their work 
there was done, and they bid me prepare you ; they have 
given up their places, and are coming home.' 

'Are COME, you mean!' shouted young Edwin, with a 
bound to the door. ' I see them out there. Hurra, father ! 
Here they are ! ' 

Uncle Bryan watched his brother and sister, Lucy and 
the young ones rush out of the room. Katie was not 
among them. The place beside him was vacant; she 
must have slipped away, he could not say when. 




CHAPTER XII. 



hUSRUGE BEUS. 



HHE keeping-room was soon filled again ; a noisy 
place it was for a time, for there were eo 
many, and all had so much to say. As soon as 
he could hope to he attended to, Uncle Bryan 
aaked Mrs. Lyle : 

' Where do you think I shall find Katie ? ' 

'I was looking for .her too,' said Wilfred; 'ah, poor 
Katie, I dread seeing her ! ' 

' She went away before you said that the boys were 
comity home/ said Mrs. Lyle. ' Will, they were always 
favourites of yours ; go you, and come upon her by sur- 
prise. Anything to rouse her. You'll find her by Help's 
grave, I am sure.' 

Will went, but in a few minutes came back. Katie 
was not there. 

' Then she is with Aunt Cassie, and I will go for her 
myself,' said Mrs, Lyle. 

In Mrs. Mayne'a quiet room, sitting on the broad old- 
fashioned window-seat, was Katie. The old lady was 
asleep. But the child was not in her usual calm state ; 
she was rocking to and fro like one in pain, and a little 
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moan, like that of a dumb animal in sufferings went to the 
mother's heart. 

She knelt beside her, and gathered her up in her arms. 

' mother, am I very wicked ? I am glad, indeed I 
am. But when he said how good they are ; and the best 
of us all, — mother, not even buried among us ! And 
when I saw Will and Jim and Eobbie coming round the 
corner, I was sitting here, I wanted to run down and kiss 
them, and then I couldn't.* 

' They are asking for you, my darling. Will went out 
to look for you before he was five minutes in the house. 
Come down, my dear. It will do you good to see them.' 

* Let me wash my eyes, mother, they do ache so. I'm 
afraid they'll say I'm very selfish, and don't love them as 
I ought.' 

' They will say nothing unkind of you, of that you may 
be sure. Why, look, darling, here is Will stealing in to 
look for you.* 

' Katie ! ' cried Will ; * I did not think I could bear to 
see you, except alone. The place does not seem like itself 
somehow.* 

Katie clung to him. Wilfred proved to be her best 
comforter. He seemed to understand her, and his love 
for her made him patient. Not that the others were 
impatient, except for her own sake. 

Next day, when they were all seated at breakfast, Mr. 
Lyle said : 

* You all had so much news to tell yesterday, that I had 
no chance of being listened to. But I have a piece of 
news for you that I think will be welcome. Some days 
ago I had a letter from the steward at Holme Park, to tell 
me that my lord finds he loses by his farming, and would 
be very glad to give me a long lease of nearly all the land 
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we held before. He'd keep the Park, of course, as he 
means to live there. I said I had no capital ; but I think 
we may safely venture upon it now.' 

'And I hope the Earl is ashamed of himself/ said 
Wilfred. 

' My dear boy, the land is his own. But I'm very glad 
it has happened just now. There really is no other land 
to be had in this neighbourhood. Now, who's going to 
write to Jane, and get her home ? we want our pretty 
Jenny among us, don't we ? ' 

* Edwin, I wrote to her last night,' said Mrs. Lyle from 
her end of the long table. ' I begged her to come home.' 

* Well done ! ' said Mr. Lyle. ' I suppose you will start 
for France to-day?' he went on, turning to his brother. 
* Do you mean to stay there, Bryan ? ' 

' No. You need not look so anxious, old fellow. I'm 
not going to be an idler again, and Boland might not be 
so well if he left Australia. The life out there suits me 
too. I mean to offer Charlotte her choice, — to come out 
with me — I can make her very comfortable — or to stay 
where she is, with all the added comforts that I can give 
her, Tom Stedman will take me into partnership when I 
go back ; and he has a really fine house, with gardens and 
everything in good style, which he does not care to live in 
since he has been alone, poor fellow. I can have it if 
Charlotte comes out' 

This speech caused a silence among the young people. 
Aunt Charlotte was not popular at Valehead, and they 
rather hoped she might refuse to go. 

And now bright hopes filled every heart, with two ex- 
ceptions, — Mrs. Mayne and poor Katie. The old lady was 
very quiet, and in no one's way, and Katie struggled 
earnestly to be no * wet blanket' among her brothers and 
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sisters ; but she could not make herself feel the fresh spring 
of life and hope that the return of prosperity had brought 
to the others. She had been parted from them all, you 
must remember, and Bryan had been her one earthly joy 
for a long time. 

Jane came home as soon as Lady Vernon could provide 
herself with another governess; she seemed in grand spirits, 
and was prettier than ever. Indeed, I consider myself ill- 
used that Jane is not my heroine, for, as far as beauty goes, 
she is far more suited so to be than Miss Katie. And there 
was good stuff in Jane too; but she was one of those people 
who always prosper, and, however beautiful they may be, 
there is never much to tell about them. She was an 
affectionate girl too, and loved her family fondly ; yet I 
doubt if into her serene blue eyes would ever come the 
look that filled Katie's now, a look that [made Wilfred say, 
* That child's eyes haunt me. She's always looking Bryan 
in the face. I don't think she ever forgets him for a 
moment.' 

It was a day or so after Jane's arrival, and Mrs. Lyle 
and her two elder daughters were sitting together in the 
hall, where they could do their needle-work and at the 
same time watch the two little girls playing about the 
lawn. Katie was in the dairy when they first sat down, 
but she came in after a minute, and began to help her 
mother in the endless task of darning the boys' socks. 
Before she came in, Mrs. Lyle had said : 

* Well, Lucy, isn't this like old times ? ' 
' Indeed it is, mother.' 

* Yes ; but the old times are not really come back. There 
was no Hugh Fair to be thought of when we three last sat 
together here. Edith and Dora are my only children now, 
for Charlie considers himself quite a man.' 
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' It does seem so odd/ Jane said, ' to see only two play- 
ing about there. What times we used to have, Lucy, when 
there were eight or nine of us always ready for a game!* 

' Girls, I have a good deal to talk to you about,' said 
l^Irs. Lyle, and just then Katie came in. 

* Am I in the way, mother V she said. 

' No, my darling ; come here and help me. I was going 
to say that we, the women of the family, must have a 
consultation. There is that good fellow, Hugh Fair, to be 
considei-ed. He told father yesterday that Mr. Fair is 
prepared to start him in life, — give up the farm to him, in 
fact, for he is no longer able to manage it. And so Hugh 
wants his wife.' 

'But I told Hugh, mother, that I did not see how it 
could be. Jane never liked farm work ; it is no fault of 
herSy but just she is different, and it is not right to ask it of 
her. And how can I leave you, mother, when you will 
have more to see after than ever ?* 

* But I can have servants again, you know, to do the 
hard work ; and if Jane will be governess to the children, 
and help me in overseeing things, we shall do well.' 

* But, mother,* said Jane, ' I want to tell you I am like 
Lucy in one way. I have a Hugh to consider too. I re- 
fused him two years ago ; I did not like him then, and I 
could not marry while you all wanted help so much. But 
when our good news came he asked me again, and I told 
him that he might come here. He is a clergyman, mother, 
and so good. Not a very young man, but I know you will 
like him. And so I don't know what to say, for I am sure 
Mr. Melvil will not like to wait long,* 

This was so unexpected, that Mrs. Lyle felt as if she did 
not know what might happen next. Lucy and Hugh Fair 
had been long thinking of each other, but for Jane to come 
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home and announce that she wanted to be married too, 
was very diifferent. Katie suddenly looked up and said : 

' Mother, why should T not help you ? I always used 
to like such work ; and I am not stupid at it now, am I ? 
I think if you will let me try, I should be able for it ; and 
to be always with you, mother, is what I should choose.' 

Jane began to cry quietly ; and Mrs. Lyle, after assuring 
Katie that she desired no more efiEicient help than hers 
and that she would speak to her father about it, asked her 
to see to some household task which she had forgotten. 

* Dear Jenny,* she said, when the girl was gone, ' I don't 
wonder you can't help crying. Did you ever see such a 
change ? ' 

* It overcame me altogether,' said Jane. ' When I re- 
member her bright ways, and how she used to dance about 
so eager and impatient about everything, and to hear that 
low, quiet little voice, and to see her care so little for every- 
thing that she used to be so eager about ! Ah, mother, there 
is no use in reckoning on Katie ! She will not be long 
here.' 

' I don't fear that, Jane. She is in perfect health, and I 
really don't see that there is any danger of illness for her. 
She said herself the other day to Wilfred, " I have got to 
live, and I like to be always busy ;" and I do think the 
employment would be good for her, and feeling herself 
necessary to the boys, as she would be if she were the only 
girl at home ; but I know that your father has plans for 
her, now that there is money to spare again.' 

It appeared that there were three plans for Katie, for 

the first thought of most of them had been to use some of 

the money to lighten the child's lot. Wilfred was going 

back to his old master and friend, and he wanted to take 

her with him, to be his housekeeper and pet ; Uncle Bryan 

I 
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wanted to carry lier ofif to Australia with bim ; and Mr. 
Lyle wanted to send her to Dresden, to the school where 
Jane had been so happy^ thinking that the complete change 
would be of use to her. ' And she is a clever little thing/ 
said he ; ' the brain work would do her good.' But when 
Katie was told of these plans, she pleaded, with more 
earnestness than she had shown for months, to be allowed 
to be of use to mother. 

' You see, father,' she said, * I cannot be merry as I used 
to be, but I love everybody just as much as ever ; and if 
you let me do this, Jane and Lucy can be happy, and I 
shall be of use to mother. Don't send me away, father. 
At first the place nearly killed me, now it would be hard 
to leave it ; and poor Aunt Gassie has no one but me.' 

* You shall do as you wish, my little Katie. Child, I 
seldom speak to you about it, but you must not think that 
mother and I are blind to the struggle you make. Only 
time, my dear, can soften the blow to you, or to us. All 
this restored prosperity would I give, Katie, and leave 
Valehead to earn daily bread by daily labour, if I could 
bring our boy back to us.' 

* Bring him back from heaven,'^ Katie said thoughtfully, 
'perhaps to feel one day as I do now? I don't know, 
father. What I should like, would be to go there too.' 

' But for that, my child, you and aU of us must await 
our call. Do you remember saying to me once, " We don't 
know why this sorrow comes; we only know that God 
loves us," and the reason you gave for knowing it ?' 

' I remember that day well,' Katie said, ' and every word 
that was said.' 

* That is true still, dear.' 

' father, I know it ; I feel it in my heart. I cannot 
be merry ; but indeed I don't murmur now*' 
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So Katie was to be ' mother's right hand/ as they used 
to call Lucy. 

Mr. Melvil, Jane's lover, made his appearance next day, 
— a handsome man of about forty, a scholar and a gentle- 
man, with a smaU private fortune, and a good living. He 
seemed very much in love, to those who were used only to 
Hugh Fair's leisurely love-making. The young people held 
him in considerable awe, and rather wondered at Jenny's 
taste ; but he made himself acceptable to the heads of 
the house, and Jane looked brilliantly happy. It was ar- 
ranged that she and Lucy should be married on the same 
day. One of Jane's pupils begged to be allowed to be her 
bridesmaid, and Katie was to be bridesmaid to Lucy. 

If I were to describe the wedding, I should never get to 
the end of my story, so I shall content myself with saying 
that they were married on a bright June day, and that 
a more complete contrast than the two parties presented 
has surely seldom been seen. For Lucy was only a fresh, 
comely, sweet-looking girl, and her bridegroom was a 
country-looking young fellow, and they were both awkward 
from bashfulness. Lucy found her long train and veil in 
her way, and Hugh seemed less happy than usual in his 
new suit. And Katie, in her pure white dress, with real 
roses very prettily disposed on it,— Jane having dressed 
the whole party, herself included, — looked gravely patient ; 
and Uncle Bryan, meeting the far-away gaze of her dark 
eyes, wondered what she was thinking of. The other 
bridesmaid was a bright, fair-haired lassie, with a pretty 
face and smiling blue eyes, which led to no such specula- 
tions. And Jane, who was used to long trains, and was, 
moreover, too beautiful to look awkward in any dress, was 
well matched by her handsome, dignified-looking husband. 

So much for the weddings; and now we will leave 



i3» 



BRYAN AND KATIE. 



Katie to fill ber new position, which was no sinecure. For 
Lucy hod helped about Aunt Cassie, as well as in the 
housekeeping ; and there really was a great deal to he done. 
But Katie was a very clever little body, and could get 
through much work with very little fuss. 

Uncle Bryan returned to Australia soon after the double 
wedding, and, to the surprise of all, Aunt Charlotte went 
with him. She seemed touched by his behaviour ; aud let 
us hope that she had learned a lesson, and would behave 
herself well for the future, keeping her temper, and making 
a home for her husband and son. At all events, as Mr. 
Lylo said, ' it was the right thing to do,' and so he was 
thankful that his brother bad done it. 




CHAPTEE XIII. 

A DESPERATE VENTURE, 

aLL this time where waa our poor Bryan, for 
whom the fttithful heart of his little twin 
sister mourned so fondly ? Truly his lot was 
a very hard one, and he aometimea feared it 
was perfectly hopeless. For he knew that every one 
would believe that he had been lost with the rest, and 
BO no efforts would be made for his release. Yet Bryan 
did not altogether despair. It might be the will of God, 
he thought, that he should perish among these wretches, 
and if so, he was glad that Katie and all at home should 
think that he had gone down with dear old Uncle Jack. 
But, difficult as escape must be, God could help him to 
effect it ; and with all the simple, undoubting confidence 
of a child, — child at heart as he still was, — Bryan prayed 
that he might yet escape, and see his darling Katie and 
all at home again. For his uncle he wept bitterly, and of 
poor Aunt Cassie he often thought. Not so much did he 
think of Katie's sufferings ; sometimes the boy contrived to 
forget that she must think him dead. In fact he had not 
much time for thinking. He had been well taught by a 
first-rate sailor, and was himself a clever, handy fellow, and 
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the crew of the Iron Prince liked many things better than 
vork ; and to get possession of Bryan, and set him to do 
what they ought to be doing, was the origin of many a 
fight among them. And he always had the cooking to do, — 
hard work in the hot climates in which they were sailing. 
What they were employed about the boy could only 
guess, for he was allowed to see nothing. If he asked a 
question, he was promptly knocked down, so he hardly 
ever ventured on one ; for to be injured, and perhaps unable 
to take advantage of some opportunity for escape, was the 
thing he most dreaded. The sight of land, or of a sail on 
the horizon, was the signal for him to be hurried below 
and put in irons. Sometimes he spent many hours in this 
way, during which he could hear that there was fighting 
going on on deck. After these fights he always suspected 
that there were prisoners in the hold, but he did not dare 
to attempt to find out, or even to seem curious. Some- 
times some of the men were wounded, and then Bryan 
was in great request, for he was a far better nurse than 
any one else on board. There can be little doubt that he 
would have been murdered, sooner or later, if only to rid 
his masters of the trouble of watching him, if he had not 
been so useful Many a blow did he get to hasten him at 
his tasks, but his services were too valuable to the crew 
for any of them to run the risk of injuring him. I believe, 
indeed, that some of them got quite fond of him ; and he 
had a protector in Carr, the tall Englishman who had 
saved his life. This man frequently sounded him as to 
whether he would join the crew, when of course he would 
have had far more liberty, but Bryan would not even 
pretend to think of it. He had but too good a notion as 
to their horrid trade. Many a harrowing tale might I tell 
of scenes of alternate revelling and quarrelling, of which 
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he was an xiQwilling witness ; of other scenes at which he 
was not present, but at which he could too surely guess ; 
and even of sufferings, mental and bodily, bravely endured 
by the boy himself; but I hope none of my readers will 
despise me if I confess that I shrink from describing them. 
I used to suffer so horribly when I was a child myself 
from reading descriptions of this nature. Many a weary 
hour have I spent at night going over them in my mind, 
until I actually saw the cruelties inflicted before my eyes, 
and I do not care to inflict such suffering on any child 
who may read this. Therefore I merely sketch this part 
of Bryan's life. Gallant little Bryan ! the wretches never 
wrung a tear nor a cry from him ; and after a time they 
were less actively unkind. Well was it for him that his 
small stature deceived Captain Jos^ as to his age! for 
had he known that his prisoner was sixteen he would have 
thought him too dangerous to be spared. 

At last there were one or two attempts made to carry 
off prisoners, which Bryan could perceive had failed, and 
the men were in the worst possible humour in consequence. 
On one of these occasions Carr disappeared, and Bryan 
never saw him again. One of the men told him, some 
time afterwards, that he had been killed. The crew spent 
much time in cursing the meddling propensities of a certain 
English man-of-war, the presence of which seemed to 
disgust them very much, and to interfere with their traffic. 
Finally, some time after Carr's death, a tremendous hurri- 
cane carried away a mast, and otherwise injured the ship ; 
and Captain Jos6 determined to return to Europe to get 
her repaired. Everything was done to alter the appear- 
ance of the ship, and to do away with eveiy sign of her 
employment; and Captain Jose one day sent for Bryan, 
and said to him : 
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* Tm about to put into a French port to get the ship 
overhauled and refitted. The time has come when you 
must make up your mind one way or the other. You are 
but a little fellow as yet but you are bold and active, and 
if you will join the crew and take the oath^ I will take 
you imder my protection. If you don't, you'll come to a 
bad end, for I am not the man to keep a spy in my ship.' 

' I can't help that,' said Bryan ; * I am no spy, and you 
can get rid of me any day by putting me ashore. But 
join you I never will.* 

* Put you ashore ! Oh yes, very likely ! You're a fool, 
boy.' 

^ Look here, Captain Jos^. I have um nothing. I don't 
suppose you want to burden your soul with a useless crime. 
Let me go ashore wherever you put in. I don't know a 
word of French. I'll make my way home without saying 
anything to anybody; and even when I am questioned, I 
can tell no more than I have seen.' 

Captain Jos^ had never before exchanged words with 
his captive, and he was now looking curiously at him. 

' How old are you, boy ? ' said he presently. 

Bryan knew very well what he was thinking of. The 
temptation was great to say ' thirteen * but he could not 
bring himself to say it. * He'd kill me all the same, 
perhaps, and I can't die with a lie on my lips/ muttered 
Bryan, and answered aloud, ' Seventeen.' 

' Ah ! all right, you young whelp, you've had your 
chance ! What follows is your own doing.' 

From that time the lad knew that Captain Jos^ was 
determined to get rid of him. Oh how he watched for a sail 
— any sail, at any distance 1 He would throw himself into 
the water, and take his chance. They were painting the 
ship, and he was very useful, so Captain Jos^ let him alone 
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for the time. But he knew by the way one or two of the 
men^ who had got fond of him, looked at him, that his fate 
was sealed. 

Early one morning he was on deck busy coiling ropes, 
when the Captain came up from his cabin. Bryan did not 
know it, but they were off the coast of France now. He 
saw Captain Jos6 look round ; his quick eye seemed to 
take in the whole horizon at a glance, and, pointing to 
Bryan, he said sternly : 

'Why is that young rascal on deck? Go below, 
boy.' 

Bryan took one quick glance round. He knew that 
there must be a sail in sight, though he had not seen it. 
Yes, there was, a small steamer, probably a yacht, for she 
did not look like a trader, and was not a gunboat. Oh, 
why had he not seen her before ? Slowly he went down 
the ladder, and as he did so heard Captain Jos(5 say, * Put 
him in irons, or hell be making signals. That vessel will 
pass near us.' 

Once in irons, he was doomed. It could not be wrong 
to venture, though the chance of success was so small. 
To stay was certain death. Bryan flung off his jacket and 
shoes, and made his way as fast as he could to the Captain's 
cabin, which was in the stern of the ship, and in which 
there was a window through which he knew h^ could 
pass. 

One earnest prayer, one thought of home, and he was 
through the window. A little below the window a boat 
hung by the davits, into which he let himself fall. But 
he dared not remain there, as he could be seen from above. 
So he went over the side, and hung by a rope for a few 
moments, while he looked once more for the vessel he had 
seen. Being now so near the water's edge, of course he 
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could not see ber so \rell, but to the best of his belief she 
was holding on her course. He heard the Captain open 
his cabin door^ saying as he did so, ' Let me hear no more 
of this. That young fellow is sharp enough to hang us 
all. Make haste and find him, Henderson.' Some one 
had spoken a word for him, then ; but he knew that for 
all that his only hope lay in escape. He let himself slide 
down the rope, and dropped as noiselessly as he could into 
the water. Well was it for him that he had not shared 
Uncle Jack's idea that there was no use in learning to 
swim, a notion which is curiously common among sailors. 
Bryan could swim, float, dive, do anything he liked in the 
water, and although a little out of practice, he thought he 
was in very good condition, — not a morsel of flesh on his 
bones, but his muscles and sinews in grand training. 
Knowing that when he was missed he would be looked 
for in the direction of the strange sail, he had determined 
to swim away from the ship, returning, as it were, upon 
her track. He dived at first, and swam as long as he 
possiUy could under water, and only came to the surface 
when a breath of air was absolutely necessary to him. 
The moment he got his head over water, he looked 
towards the Iron PHnce, There was no unusual stir. His 
flight had not yet been discovered. He dived again, and 
this time put a considerable distance between him and 
the ship ; but when he came up to breathe, he perceived 
that the alarm had been given. The ship was hove to, 
and a boat was being lowered. Bryan dived again, and 
again came to the surface ; the boat was rowing round the 
ship ; then she searched about in the direction of the 
strange sail. How glad he was that he had thought of 
that ! He continued to dive, but he was getting very 
weary, and besides he did not dare to swim much farther, 
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lest he should get quite out of the track of the vessel, 
upon whose movements his life depended. 

Meantime that little vessel was drawing near ; not that 
Bryan saw her, for his eyes had enough to do watching 
his enemy. But Captain Jos6 saw her, and saw, moreover, 
another and a larger ship — a French man-of-war — coming 
slowly into sight. So he recalled the boat, and abandoned 
the search for the fugitive. He had a good hope that the 
boy would be drowned; but lest he might succeed in 
getting safely on board either of the strange sails. Captain 
Jos^ crowded all sail on his own ship, and as soon as he 
was out of sight of the others (which was very soon, thanks 
to the swiftness of the Iron Prince, and to a fog which 
aided her in disappearing) he altered his course, and 
returned to the wilder regions which he had just left.' 

But to return to Bryan. 

He had now been more than an hour in the water, and 
was feeling more fatigued than he expected to be. He 
began to feel the effect of the strain upon mind and nerves. 
He could not see the vessel on which his hopes depended ; 
but then he was prepared for that, for a swimmer does not 
see a ship until she is very near. When it became plain 
that the Iron Prince was giving up the search, Bryan 
ventured to rest himself by turning on his back and 
floating. There was risk of being seen, but he could swim 
no longer without rest. He was not seen, however. Lying 
there, swaying about on the surface of the restless water, 
the boy looked up into the blue sky, which seemed to lift 
higher and higher as he gazed, until he held his breath in 
awe, half expecting to see — ^he knew not what; but he 
only saw the immeasurable height, and 'the body of 
heaven in his clearness.' For a moment the thought, 
' What a speck I am here upon the water ! I shall never 
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be saved/ came across bim ; but even as he thought it a 
bird flashed between him and the sky. And he remem- 
bered a verse learned long ago, sitting by his mother's side 
in the old hall at Valehead, 'Are not two sparrows sold 
for a farthing ? and not one of them falleth to the ground 
without your Father which is in heaven. Are ye not 
much better than they ? ' 

'Help me!' he said aloud; 'don't let me perish now 
when I'm so near them. I long so to see them all again.' 
And almost at that moment he heard a sound. Oh, welcome 
sound ! the gurgling swish of a steamer's screw. Turning 
over, he raised himself as high as he could, and saw the 
little yacht not many yards away. One loud, piercing cry 
he gave, and then he knew no more. 

On the trim and spotless deck of the Fairy Queen stood 
an elderly gentleman and two ladies, his daughters, — 
pretty-looking women, in plain yachting costumes of dark 
blue serge. They were enjoying the fresh breeze of the 
early day, and chatting about the odd behaviour of a vessel 
which they had been watching through a fine telescope, 
which occupied an ingeniously contrived stand on the 
deck. 

'They must have dropped something overboard,' said 
the elder lady; 'nothing of much value, or they would 
have searched longer. Then they suddenly spread out all 
their sails and went ofif so fast. I wish you had been on 
deck, papa. Now the big ship is gone too, and we are all 
alone in our glory again. Katharine, what was that ? ' 

' Papa,' cried the younger girl, ' did you not hear that 
strange cry ? * 

' A sea-bird ; I saw it,' he answered carelessly. 

*0h no, it was a voice! It sounded like a cry for 
help.' 
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At the same moment the look-out man called aloud : 
' There is a boy in the water on the port side.* 
The tiny boat was lowered in haste. Bryan was still 
keeping himself afloat, though he no longer knew what he 
was doing, and in a few minutes he was lying on the 
snowy deck of the Fairy Queen, with the two ladies bend- 
ing over him anxiously. 
' Katharine, is he dead ? ' 
' No, he isn't ; get some wine quickly.' 
' Papa, some wine, — or brandy, — or something ! * 

* I — I — 'm all right now, thank you,* said Bryan faintly ; 
' don*t be frightened, please.* 

A cup was held to his lips, and a sweet voice said, 
' Drink this ; let me raise your head ; that's right' 

Bryan obeyed, and a touch of red came to his lips 
immediately. He raised himself on his elbow and looked 
round. 

* Is the Iron Prince out of sight ? ' said he. 

' There is no ship in sight now,' said the gentleman who 
was standing at his head. 

* Thank God ! * Bryan whispered ; * He heard me then.* 
Then aloud, ' I escaped from her at about daybreak.' 

'Escaped! But before we question him he must go 
below and get some dry clothes on. Then, if you feel 
able to speak, you must tell me why you escaped, and 
Low. You have run a fearful risk. I hope you had good 
reason for it.* 

' It was less risk than to stay. He was going to murder 
me.' 

* Murder him ! O Katharine, do you hear that ? ' ex- 
claimed the elder lady. Bryan would gladly have said 
more, but he was carried off by a sailor, who, regarding 
him with strong disfavour as a runaway cabin-boy, who 
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liad utterly destroyed the appearance of tlie deck for the 
day, was greatly disgusted when one of the ladies desired 
him to 'give the lad the suit of Master Edward's clothes 
which were in the locker of the little cabin.' 

* I suspect,' said Lord Penrhyss, the owner of the yacht, 
'that our castaway is some foolish schoolboy who has 
run wild. We'll hear his story presently, and if possible 
restore him to his people.' 

*I don't believe he is bad,' said the young girl, Miss 
Pryce, ' he has such good eyes ; and oh, did you see the 
bruises on his arms V 

'I did indeed,' said her elder sister, Mrs. Blandford; 
' they were black and blue.' 

' Well, when he is dry and rested, and fed, — for I dare- 
says he wants food, — I will try to find out all about him,* 
said Lord Penrhyss. 

In a few minutes Bryan came on deck again. The 
clothes, which belonged to Mrs. Blandford's boy, fitted 
him perfectly ; and a very engaging-looking fellow did the 
* castaway ' look now. 

' Well, I hope you are none the worse for your bath ? ' 
said Lord Penrhyss pleasantly. The two ladies had been 
banished, to their great disgust, for they were full of 
interest and curiosity. 

* Not a bit, my lord,' said Bryan. ' I don't know why 
I was so much knocked up at first. The sailors told me 
who you are, sir,' he went on, ' and I was glad, for you will 
know that I am telling you the truth/ 

' I am Lord Penrhyss ; what do you know of me ? * 

* I think that you were once Mr. Pryce, and that you 
were a partner in the firm of Broderick & Pryce, Liver- 
pool ? * 

* Certainly ; I have an interest in the firm still* Before 
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my brother s death I was an active member of it, and fny 
second son is in it now.' 

'Then you perhaps remember my uncle, Captain Mayne, 
of the Maid of Athens ? ' 

' I remember him well. But his ship was lost a year 
ago, and no one knows how.' 

'She was run down ofif the Irish coast by the Iron 
Prince, that ship from which I have just escaped. And no 
one lives to tell the story but myself, I suppose. I am — I 
mean I was — mate on board the Maid under my uncle. 
Captain Mayne. So he was lost ? I was in hopes ' 

He turned away, and covered his face with his hands. 

* My boy, this is a very extraordinary story. Tell me 
w^hy you never wrote to make known the loss of your 
ship.' 

Then Bryan told his whole story ; and, having listened 
to it, and questioned him closely, Lord Penrhyss took him 
to the saloon, and said to his daughters : 

* If you want to hear a story that leaves some of your 
novels in the lurch for hairbreadth escapes, make Mr. Lyle 
tell you his adventures. And make much of him, ladies, 
for I can tell you he is a bit of a hero.* 

Then he went to his sailing master, and told him to take 
the yacht back to England as fast as he possibly could, 
and to put in to Plymouth, 




CHAPTER XIV. 



ALL THE BIBDS IN THE NEST ONCE MOEK 



A FEW hours brought 
the swift little 
steam - yacht into 
Plymouth harbour. 
Bryan had been 
there before in the 
ill - fated Maid of 
Atkejis. Oh, how 
hia heart swelled as 
in the fair light of 
a new day he saw 
the woods of Mount 
Edgecombe dipping 
their hranchea into 
the calm waters of 
Cawsand Bay ! The 
Mewstone ! he re- 
membered Uncle 
Jack telling hitn a 
ridiculous story of 
a certain Mayor of Plymouth who went there to catch 
lobsters, and was caught himself — both by a lobster 
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and the rising tide. The dockyards ! he had gone 
over them with Uncle Jack. Miss Pryce was watching 
the expressive face of the youth, of whom they had all 
become quite fond even in that short time, and she 
saw the great bright tears gather and fall unchecked. 
For no grief or hardship of his own had they fallen, 
but now they fell for the true-hearted, manly, kindly 
Christian sailor, whose poor wife must soon learn his 
fate, and lose any shadow of hope which she had 
cherished. We know that hope had been over long ago, 
but Bryan did not realize that. Then suddenly the bells 
of a church upon the hill behind Stonehouse Creek broke 
out into a sweet peal ; it sounded like a welcome from his 
native land to the poor lost wanderer, and Bryan's face 
grew quietly glad as he listened. Lord Penrhyss came on 
deck, and, drawing near Bryan, he said : 

' I want to have a few words with you, my dear boy. 
Of course you will wish to go home as fast as you can, 
but you must first come with me to the Admiral here, and 
give as full a description as you can of this ship and of 
her captain, and anything else that might lead to her 
identification. He will no doubt be able to send a vessel 
in search of her. You will probably have to give this 
evidence more than once, so I should advise you to write 
it down, in order that you may neither forget anything, 
nor become confused by repeating it so often.* 

' I will,' said Bryan ; ' it will prevent mistakes. But as 
to catching the Iron Prince, most likely I should not 
know her myself by this time. They had altered her 
appearance already, and given her a new name, and I 
never heard it. I only know they have several names, 
and so has Captain Jos(i. And I don't know what to do 
about going home, my lord.' 

K 
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* How ? I don't understand. You don't mean that you 
have no funds ? for of course I shall be glad to lend you 
what you require/ 

' It is not that ; I had forgotten all about that. But 
from what you tell me, they must have believed me to be 
dead for a whole year. And my little sister, — she and I 
are twins, — and I know the way she's been in. If I were 
to walk in suddenly, I might just kill Katie. And my 
aunt is most likely there too ; father was sure to take 
them both home. My mother, too, I don't want to startle 
her. I don't know what to do, for of course it will be just 
as bad if I writ«.' 

' Yes, you are right. It would not do to rush in upon 
them without warning. I see, though, how to manage. 
I will go with you to this dear home of yours, — you have 
made me quite anxious to see it, — and I will prepare 
your father for your appearance. Then he will manage 
for the others.' 

' You are very kind,' said Bryan gratefully. * It's a 
great deal of trouble for you to take on my account-; and 
how shall we get up from the station? It's five miles, 
and very hilly.' 

'Is not Holme Park somewhere near you? I can 

telegraph to Lord to send a carriage to meet me; 

and I can go there when I have disposed of you.' 

* Indeed you are very kind,' the boy said again ; ' and 
my father will thank you better than I can.* 

So it came to pass that at about six o'clock in the 
evening of the same day, a carriage, with all the blinds 
down, came sweeping up to the door at Valehead, in the 
Holme Park coachman's best style. It was late in 
September, and the light was failing, but still those of the 
family who were in the hall recognised the vehicle, and 
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dispersed ia ' much - admired confusion* to find their 
parents. Mr. Lyle was not to be found, but mother was 
in the dairy with Katie and a stout maid, all busy in 
disposing of the new milk which had just been brought in. 
A thundering knock at the hall door reached their ears 
and made them all jump. 

* Bless me ! ' exclaimed Mrs. Lyle ; ' I don't think that 
knocker has been used twice since I was manied. What 
can it be, Katie ? ' 

' Here is Edith looking for you, mother.* 

'Mother, mother!* shouted Edith, 'the carriage from 
Holme Park is at the door ; and though the door was wide 
open the carriage knocked all the same, and there's a 
strange gentleman in it, for I peeped, — the blinds are all 
down, but one was lifted up for a moment.* 

* And I peeped too,* exclaimed fat Dora, tumbling along 
in her hurry after her sister. 'We both peeped,' she 
added, evidently thinking that they had done something 
worth recording. 

'You just peeped and ran away, you little geese; you 
should have waited to see what the gentleman wants. 
Katie, you are as neat as a pin, but I have spilt milk all over 
my apron and dress. Do you go and answer the door, and 
I will come as soon as I can.* 

So Katie walked quietly through the house, and pre- 
sented her little black figure and pale face to Lord 
Penrhyss, who had meantime got out of the carriage. 

' Is your father at home ? * inquired Lord Penrhj'-ss, re- 
cognising her at once from her likeness to Bryan. 

' No, sir. But he will not be very long away, I think. 
Do you want him ? Please come into the keeping-room, 
and I will send for him at once. Jack ! ' she called out, 
' run and look for father and bring him here.' 
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Bryan, sitting alone in his glory in the carriage, heard 
Katie's voice. This was a trial of patience for which he 
was unprepared, and in the overflowing joy of his heart 
he raised a corner of the blind and applied his eye to the 
pane. Lord Penrhyss saw the blind moving, — saw, too, 
the fragile, grief-worn aspect of the little maiden before 
him, and, being a thoroughly kind-hearted man, he felt 
quite alarmed for her. He placed himself between her 
and the carriage, saying hurriedly : 

* Yes, yes, I will come in and wait for him ; * and, rather 
hurrying Katie across the hall, he got her safe into the 
keeping-room. She got a chair for him, and was then 
about to leave him. But this would not do ; he had seen 
at least half-a-dozen boys and girls fidgeting about in the 
background, and some one of them was sure to peep into 
the carriage. Katie was safe from surprise only in his 
presence ; she must therefore be detained by any means. 
Loi'd Penrhyss lost all presence of mind, and began : 

* Katie, stay here a moment more. I want to see your 
father.' 

Katie opened her dark eyes wide, as well she might, 
and said : 

' Are you a friend of father's, sir ? for you seem to 
know us all.' 

* Not all, only you, because you are so like There ! 

I shall do it myself in five minutes. Sit down, my child. 
Where did you say your brother was ? ' 

* My brother ! which of my brothers do you want ? ' 

' I meant your father. Of course I meant your father. 
Where is he, you know ? will he be here soon ? ' 

* I will go and look for him,' said Katie, rising quickly ; 
for if the truth must be told, she was a little frightened, 
and almost thought the visitor was mad. He saw that 



ALL THE BIRDS IN THE NEST ONCE MORE, 149 

he was frightening her, and felt quite angry with himself 
for his mismanagement ; but when he undertook to warn 
Mr. Lyle of his boy's return, he had not foreseen that he 
would be confronted with anything so sad, so touching, as 
the face of this little girl. To the great relief of both 
parties, Mrs. Lyle came in at last. 

' I am very sorry you are obliged to wait so long, sir,' 
she said ; ' but I find that my husband has gone to see a 
neighbour ; we did not know it when you first came. Mr. 
Fair sent for him about a horse which has met with an 
accident. If I cannot take a message for him, I will send 
for him, but it would be nearly two hours before he could 
be here.' 

' Two hours ! * exclaimed the perplexed nobleman, in 
despair. It was clearly unlikely that he could keep 
Bryan shut up in the carriage and Katie in the keeping- 
room all that time. * I — really, Mrs. Lyle, I don't know 

what to do. I only meant to see don't let that child 

leave the room,' he added hastily,as Katie moved towards 
the door. 

Katie turned and gazed at him. Mrs. Lyle began to 
wonder if he were quite right in his head. 

' Mrs. Lyle,' he began desperately, ' I am Lord Penrhyss. 
I was once a partner in the firm of Broderick & Pryce ; 
I have left it for some years, and — and I — and I keep 
a yacht.' 

* Yes, my lord,' said poor Mrs. Lyle, in great distress. 
He wm mad. There could be no doubt of it. Oh, where 
were all the boys that none of them came in ? 

* And I've been out yachting with my two daughters. 
We fell in with a lad who told us a strange story. I 
thought you ought to hear it. You — lost a son — last 
year, in a ship called the Maid of Athens ? * 
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•What more he might have said, and what Mrs. Lyie 
might have answered, will never be known, for poor 
Katie's wits were too quick for them both. Suddenly she 
exclaimed in a breathless way : 

' Who have you in the carriage ? There was some one ; 
I saw a hand.' 

Lord Penrhyss's face betrayed his secret to the girl, not 
to poor Mrs. Lyle, who was not looking at him, and who 
thought that every one was going mad together, when Katie 
flung the door open with an agonized cry : 

'Bryan I' 

A crash, a flying step across the hall, a dark figure in 
the room, with Katie clinging to it 

* my darling, iny darling ! Katie, I'm come back 
to you !* , 

Not a sound from Katie. She just clung to him, and 
yet hardly knew him. Mrs. Lyle knew him now, however, 
and with a cry of joy she fainted dead away in poor Lord 
Penrhyss's arms. 

This, though it frightened Lord Penrhyss nearly out of 
his senses, was perhaps the best thing that could have 
happened ; for Katie, with eyes blinded by agitation, and 
ears that heard nothing but the beating of her own heart, 
nevertheless came to the aid of her mother. Bryan, too, 
ran to help, and they laid her on the old-fashioned couch, 
where she presently came to herself again. And, behold, 
when she opened her eyes, there were her ' bonnie twins,' 
one on each side of her. She put an arm round each. 
Biyan laid his curly head upon her shoulder in great bliss, 
but Katie began to cry in a strangled, frightened fashion, 
whispering : 

'Was it Bryan, mother? I can't see him now. He 
touched me. I held him for a moment ; but was it Bryan ?' 
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* Get me some wine/ Mrs. Lyle said hurriedly, and Bryan 
opened the well-remembered 'armoury/ and produced a 
bottle of wine and a glass. Evidently wine in this house- 
hold was used only as a restorative. It gave Katie back 
the power of seeing and hearing, and once more she knew 
that Bryan was beside her. 

'You have suffered, Bryan,* she said, her soft voice 
dwelling on the dear name. ' And Uncle Jack, is he alive 
too?' 

' Ah no, Katie ! I'm the only living creature left from 
the poor Maid! 

Lord Penrhyss, withdrawn into the window, was for- 
gotten ; but though he had watched the scene with keen 
sympathy, he did not think it fair to lie hidden any longer, 
so he came forward. 

* Well, Bryan/ said he, * so you see your little sister was 
too quick for me ; but I did my best, and should have done 
better if I could have dealt with your father. I didn't 
bargain for these pitiful eyes. I hope to see Mr. Lyle to- 
morrow. I shall look in on my way to the train, if you 
will give me leave, Mrs. Lyle ? ' 

* Indeed, I am ashamed of the way we all forgot you,' 
said Mrs. Lyle, with the perfect simplicity which comes 
so near the highest breeding, if it does not equal it. 
* But my husband will be here to-morrow. I'm sure we 
owe much to you, though I can understand nothing yet.' 

* "We owe him this, he brought Bryan back,* said Katie, 
and, taking his hand in both hers, she bent and kissed it. 

' Not that, my dear child/ he said ; ' look up, little Katie, 
and give me one kiss for bringing Bryan home, you know. 
There, Master sailor, I have had her first kiss. I leave you 
all happier than I found you,' he added, as he put Katie 
into Bryan's arms ; ' and that is a pleasant thought.' 
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He went away then, and was hardly gone, when Jack, 
Edith, and Dora, who had been lurking about, much 
puzzled at what was going on, ventured to show their faces 
in the hall, where Mrs. Lyle and the twins now were, 
having come out of the keeping-room to see Lord Penrhyss 
offi The little girls did not know Bryan, of course, but 
Jack did, and raised such a yell of rejoicing that the elder 
boys came running to the house in a fright. Bryan was 
nearly torn in pieces among them, and the noise was still 
at its height, when Mr. Lyle, much wondering what it all 
meant, appeared in the doorway. Katie left Bryan's side, 
— she had been clinging to him in speechless happiness all 
this time, — and, throwing her arms round her father's neck, 
she cried out, her voice like itself in her bliss : 

' Father, God has brought Bryan back.' 

Such joy as the Lyles tasted that evening cannot be de- 
scribed. The only drawback was that to poor Aunt Cassie 
Bryan's return could only bring, they feared, a renewal of 
sorrow. But the kind old woman roused herself to rejoice 
with them, and when Katie whispered sympathy, she said : 

' I would not have him back, my dear. I'm going to 
him fast. But I'm so glad for you, little Katie.' 

She made Bryan describe the loss of the Maid minutely, 
asking questions, and listening with perfect calmness. 

' So 'twas only a step, as one may say, from his own deck 
to the presence of his God,* she said. ' Do you know I'm 
glad he's spared this long, long waiting.' 

But the patient waiting was over. During that night 
she passed to her rest, so quietly and painlessly, that 
although Katie was awake, for she could not sleep for joy, 
she did not know till the morning that her aunt had left 
her. 

When Lord Penrhyss came that day, he saw only Bryan 



ALL THE BIRDS IN THE NEST ONCE MORE. 1 53 

and his father, and, learning from them what had happened, 
he went away at once. But in a few days he wrote to say 
that he had made known to the active partners of the firm 
all that Bryan had gone through, and that in consideration 
of his sufferings, and Captain Mayne*s long and faithful 
services, the ftrm would make the lad's career their special 
care, if he chose to return to their service ; but that, of 
course, they were prepared for his remaining with his family 
for some time, and he might take his own time about de- 
ciding. Lord Penrhyss added, on his own account, that he 
and his two daughters were going to spend part of that 
winter in the Mediterranean in their yacht, and that they 
had all taken such a fancy to Bryan, and, for his sake, to 
Katie, that if Mr. Lyle thought the climate and the change 
of scene would be of use to his little girl, who looked 
delicate, he hoped the twins could be spared to make the 
voyage with them. Mrs. Blandford would take every care 
of Katie, and all would try to make them happy. Enclosed 
there was a kind little note from Miss Pryce to Katie, 
congratulating her on her brother's safety, and begging her 
to come with them in the Fairy Queen, as from what papa 
said of her delicate appearance, she would certainly be the 
better of the change. 

But when this letter arrived at Valehead, Katie was ill 
in bed. The agitation, followed by the death of her aunt, 
had been too much for her, and she had a feverish attack, 
which weakened her a good deal. Jane came home to help 
her mother, and proved that if she did not like dairy work, 
she could do it right well upon occasion. Lucy rushed 
home to see Bryan, but could by no means be spared to 
remain. Wilfred, too, left London, and his beloved studies, 
and came home. For one night the whole family was 
under the old roof again. 
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During Katie's illness Bryan never left hei. He desired 
no better than to sit, telling her long stories of his ad- 
ventures, and she seemed in a lund of trance of delight, 
looking at him, and listening to him. When she was 
better, the keeping-room was the scene of the story-telling, 
80 that all could benefit by it ; it made no difference to 
Katie, she just lay and gazed at her treasure. Mrs. Lyle 
was afraid that the recital of Bryan's escapes might harm 
her in her weak state, but I suspect that the sound of his 
voice, the touch of bis band, and the loving look of his 
eyes, were enough for Katie just then, and that what he 
was saying hardly penetrated her mind. It would come 
back to her remembrance, no doubt, when she was stronger. 




CHAPTER XV. 



aCTOBER passed, November was come with its 
still, dark, short days, its long eveniDgs round 
tlie hall fire. Katie called herself well now, 
but she was weak and nervous, — a great change 
in Katie. Bryan was beginning to wonder what he ought 
to do. He was now seventeen, — too old to change hia pro- 
fession ; and yet there was Katie. How could he leave her 
while she was still so unfit to bear the sorrow of parting, 
or the anxiety of his absences 1 It was a great relief to 
him, therefore, when his father made known his wishes 
one cold evening when the whole party was gathered 
round the fire, enjoying a grand chatter. There was a 
goodly gathering still, though Lucy, Wilfred, and Jane were 
absent. 

' Mother,' said Mr. Lyie, ' do you know that I had a 
letter this morning from Lord Penrhyss ?' 

' I did know it, but never had time to ask you about it.' 
' It renews his invitation for Bryan and Katie. And I 
think the best thing we can do is to pack those two ofl) and 
desire them to show their faces here no more until they 
both have a little more than nose and eyes to show, and 
until Katie can laugh again.' 
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* My dear Edwin/ gasped Mrs. Lyle, ' the dairy ! ' 

* My dtat 'hwi^'^l replied her husband, ' a good dairy- 
maid.' 

' Father dear, I couldn't go among strangers,' pleaded 
Katie, beginning to cry, so much had her long trial brought 
down her brave spirit 

' Katie, they're the jolliest people I ever met in my 
life,' said Bryan. ' It would do you good, darling, and 
we'd enjoy it together ; only I don't know about myself. 
I ought to be ' 

' Bryan 1 don't say it, — oh, don't ! I could not bear it 
now.' 

Bryan drew her head down upon his shoulder, and 
hushed her cry ; but Mr. Lyle only waited until quiet was 
restored to say : 

' My dear people, there never has been any doubt in this 
house that I, your lawful head and ruler, am the wisest 
and the best of men.' 

' Hear, hear ! ' said young Edwin. 

* To be sure you are,' came from many of the others ; 
but Katie raised her head from Bryan's shoulder, and 
said: 

' But I never knew that you knew it yourself, father ! ' 
At this there was a great shout ; it was so refreshing to 
hear Katie say a saucy thing again. 

* But he is, all the same,* remarked Charlie. 

' Yes,' said Mr. Lyle, looking round upon them with a 
half smile, * I knew you'd all acknowledge it. Well, if 
so, any of you who should refuse to be of my opinion, 
would probably be mistaken.' 

' Certainly, father.' 

' What on earth are you at, Edwin ? ' said his wife. 

' My dear, I'm going to lay down the law for the twins 
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Since they were thirteen years old, those two children have 
been working hard in one way or another, and they have 
had very severe trials. Very well did they work, and 
very bravely did they bear their trials ; but they are both 
of them a little the worse for it all. Now, in all that time 
they've never had a holiday, nor cost me a penny. Now 
they're going to have a real good holiday, and I'm going 
to pay for it My law therefore is — and it is like the law 
of the Modes and Persians in one particular — that Bryan 
and Katie pack up their clothes, and betake themselves by 
to-morrow's train to London. There Wilfred will take 
care of them, show them the sights, and help them in 
getting some new clothes for Katie. Bryan has a lot of new 
things, I believe. They are then to proceed to Plymouth, 
go on board the Fairy Queen, and go in her wherever it 
may please Lord Penrhyss to take them. I now hand 
over to Bryan a sum of money for their expenses, and if 
that is not enough, he is to write to me for more. And 
when they come home, with Katie herself again, then, and 
not till then, Bryan may talk about his future career.' 

' Father, can you really aflbrd it ? ' cried Bryan, with 
sparkling eyes. 

* I can indeed, Bryan. Why, my dear fellow, with such 
sons as mine, — fellows who build bridges by instinct, and 
pick up ten thousand pounds under a stone, — I am able to 
afford anything.' 

* But mother can't be left alone,' said Katie tearfully. 

* My dear child, you are not to speak. Little Katie, you 
never disobeyed me yet, and you'll obey me now, trusting 
to my word that I know what is best for you. Mother 
shall have plenty of help, and ' 

* And there's me ! ' said Edith ; ' you forget me, Katie. 
I'm ten years old, and can do a lot of things ! ' 
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' Aud I'm six, and so can I ! ' said Edith's faithful echo. 
Baby Dora. 

' I shall do very well, Katie,' said Mrs. Lyle, ' and I see 
plainly that your father is right.' 

Katie, however, was very piteous, until Bryan whispered 
a word in her ear that almost made her laugh. She 
calmed herself then, and said : 

' I'm sure I ought to be pleased.* 

Poor child, that was all she could manage. And what 
do you think was the magic word that had charmed away 
her tears ? — ' Katie, are you ever so little of a Tomnoddy ? ' 

When Katie awoke next morning, she was disposed to 
think that this conversation had passed in a dream. But 
the entrance of her mother with a trunk in which to pack 
her clothes convinced her that it was real, and she bravely 
determined to submit cheerfully, and to get all the pleasure 
and good out of her travels that she possibly could. 

So that very day the twins realized their childish 
dream, and set forth with a purse of money to see the 
world. And they saw the world, and thoroughly enjoyed 
it. It was a wonderful time, and every one was so 
kind, and the yacht was so delightful, Mrs. Blandford so 
motherly, and Miss Pryce so jolly. As to Lord Penrhyss, 
Katie won his heart so completely that he was extremely 
sorry when the time came to part. This was not until 
the middle of May, and by that time Katie was her happy 
self again. Every one at Valehead acknowledged that 
Mr. Lyle was as wise as he had claimed to be. Bryan, 
too, looked so remarkably well, and both of them had 
grown a little — very little ! they would never be tall like 
the rest of the family. 

Bryan returned to his profession, and Katie remained 
to be the right hand of her mother, and the joy of the 
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whole liouse, — a little quieter and graver than she would 
have been but for that terrible year, but still the brightest, 
quickest, kindest, and sweetest little girl in all the world ; 
so they all said at Valehead. There she remained, Bryan 
coHiing home at intervals, until, when they were about five 
and twenty, he was entrusted (thanks to the influence of 
Lord Penrhyss) with the command of a ship. And then 
it came out that the pair held to their old plan, that when 
Bryan was a captain, Katie was to go with him. Edith 
was grown up now, Edwin engaged to be married ; there 
was no reason for refusing Katie leave to go, and go she 
did. And Captain Lyle and his sister have been all over 
the world ; and though thrown so much upon each other, 
they are not tired of each other yet, and I firmly believe 
they never will be. Mr. Lyle says to them sometimes, 
* When one of you wants to be married, what is to become 
of the other ? ' but this is always received as an excellent 
joke ; and now, as in their beautiful childhood, these two 
are all the world to each other. 

It is not for want of asking that Miss Katie remains 
un-wed. Eoland, her Australian cousin, crossed the seas 
before she left Valehead to ask her to marry him ; and 
among the merchant captains whom she met while in 
command of the Fair Hope — no, it was Bryan who com- 
manded her, but, as Katie would have said, * it was all one,' 
— ^there were many who would dearly have liked to place 
her in command of other ships ; and no doubt Bryan could 
easily have found a wife; but they both laughed at the 
idea of parting. Poor Eoland was obliged to look for a 
wife elsewhere. A wife, he said, he must have ; for since 
his mother's death he and his father had been very much 
perplexed by the want of a lady at the head of the house- 
bold. Being delicately questioned concerning his mother's 
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demeaDour during the few years she had lived in Australia, 
he said: 

' Oh, 8he was quite different ! You wouldn't have known 
her. She was so glad to have us both again, aud so sur- 
prised at the way my father bad got on, and so delighted 
with the cliuiate, and the house, and everything, — ^you know 
ladies are scarce, and she was a kind of queen among us, — 
you would not have known my poor mother, and we all 
.forgot the old troubles.' 

So let us hope may all the friends whose fortunes we 
have followed so far, forget the darkness of the past in 
the sunshine of Uie present. 
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to the Grandohildren of the Queen. 4to., printed in black with 
red borders. Cloth elegant, 2s. 6d. 

ELSIE GREY : A Tale of Truth. By Oboil 

Glabkb. Grown 8to., cloth, 5s, 
THE SONG OF SOLOMON, rendered in Englisli 

YersOf in accordance with the most approTed translation from 
the Hebrew and Septnagint. By the Rev. Jab. Pbatt, D.D. 
With 7 lUastrations. Grown Svo., cloth, 8s. 6dL 

"HIS NATIVE LAND." By the Eev. A. J. Binnib, 

M.A., Gnrate of Kenilworth, late Vicar of St. Silas, Leeds. 
With Preface by the Rot. Jomr Miles Moss, of Liverpool. 
With a Photograph of Jerosalem, and a Map of Palestine. 
Grown 8to., cloth, 2«. 6{L 

AFGHANISTAN : a Short Account of 

Afghanistan, its history and our dealingn with it. By P. F. 
Walkbr, Barrister-at-Law (late 75th Regiment). Gloth, 2s. Qd, 

THE CLASSICS FOR THE MILLION; 

being an Epitome in English of the Works of the Principal 
Greek and Latin Authors. By Hsnbt Gbet. Second edition. 
Gloth, 5s. 

THE OTHER SIDE: How it Struck Us. 

Being sketches of a Winter Visit to the United States and 
Ganada. By G. B. Bbbbt. Demy 8to., cloth, price 9s. 

HEROES OF HISTORY AND LEGEND. 

Translated by John Lancelot Shadwell from tho German 
** GharacterbUder aus Geschichte und Sage,*' by A. W. Geube. 
One vol., Grown 8vo., price 10s. 6d, 

A WOODLAND IDYLL. By Miss Phcebe 

Allen. It is dedicated to Principal Shairp, and is an attempt 
to represent allegorically the relative positions of Nature, Art, 
and Science in our World. Gloth, 2s. 6d, 

A LIFE OF THE PRINCE IMPERIAL 

OFFRANGE. By Ellen Bahleb. Demy 8vo, with a Photc- 
graph of the Prince, cloth, price 12s. Bd. 

SIX LIFE STUDIES OF FAMOUS WOMEN. 

By M. Bbtham-Edwabds, author of " Kitty," " Dr. Jacob," 
etc. With six Portraits engraved on Steel. Glotb, price 7s. 6d. 

WOTHORPE BY STAMFORD. A Tale of 

Bygone Days. ByG. Holdigh. Five Engravings. Gloth, 3s. 6c/. 

THE BICYCLE ROAD BOOK: compiled 

for the use of Bicyclists and Pedestrians, being a Complete 
Guide to the Roads and Gross Roads of England, Scotland, and 
Wales, with a list of the best Hotels and notable places, &c. 
By Chablbs Spenceb. Gloth, 2s. 



KEW AND POPULAR WORKS 



EIGHT MONTHS IN AN OX WAGGON : 

Remimscences of Boer Life. By Edward F. Sandbman. 
Demy 8vo, cloth, with a Hap, IBs. 

TRAVEL, WAR, AND SHIPWRECK. 

B7GolokelW.PabkerGillmobb('<Ubique,'') DemySyo. 9s. 

POLITICIANS OF TO-DAY. A Series of 

Personal Sketches. By T. Wehtss Rbid, author of '< Charlotte 
BrontS; a Monogpraph,"&c. Two Vols. Crown 8vo., cloth. 15«. 

RECORDS OF YORK CASTLE, FORT- 

ress, Court House, and Prison. By A. W. Twyfobd (the 
present Goyemor] and Major Abthuh Gbiffithb. Crown 8yo. 
With EngrayingB and Photographs. 7«. 6d. 

PICTURES OF THE PAST : Memories of 

Men I Haye Met, and Sights I Haye seen. By Francis H. 
Grundt, C.£. One yol., Grown 8yo., cloth, price 12«. 

Contains personal recollections of Patrick Branwell Bronte, Leigh 
Hunt and lus family, George Henry Lewes, George Parker Bidder, 
George Stephenson, and many other celehrities, and giyes besides 
descriptions of yery yaried experiences in Australia. 

STORIES from EARLY ENGLISH LITER- 

ATURE, with some Account of the Origin of Fairy Tales, 
Legends and Traditionary Lore. Adapted to the use of Toung 
Students. By Miss S. J. Vekableb Doddb. Cr. 8yo., price 5s. 

THE LIFE MILITANT: Plain Sermons for 

Cottage Homes. By Ellell. Crown 8yo., price 6s. 

HISTORICAL SKETCHES OF THE RE- 
FORMATION. By the Key. Frederick Geo. Lee, D.C.L., 
Vicar of All Saints', Lambeth, &c. Post 8yo. , lOs. 6d, 

THE COMMERCIAL PRODUCTS OF THE 

SEA ; or, Marine Contributions to Industry and Art. By P. L. 
SiMMONDS, author of "^ The Commercial Products of the Vege- 
table Kingdom." One yoL, with numerous niustrations, 16s. 

A GLOSSARY OF BIOLOGICAL, ANA- 

TOMICAL, AND PHYSIOLOGICAL TERMS, for Teachers 
and Students in Schools and Classes connected with the Science 
and Art Department, and other Examining bodies. By 
Thomas Duiocan, Physiology Lecturer at the Birkbeck Institu- 
tion and the Working Men's College. Crown 8yo., cloth, 2s. Qd, 

THE CRIMEAN CAMPAIGN WITH THE 

CONNAUGHT RANGERS, 1864-66-56. By Lieut-Colonel 
Nathaniel STEEyENS late 88th (Connaught Rangers). One 
yolume. Demy 8yo., with Map, scarlet cloth, 15s. 

** A welcome addition to the military history of England,*' — 

United Service Gazette, 
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MEMORABLE BATTLES IN ENGLISH 

HISTORY : The Military Lives of the Commanders. By W. 
H. Dayenpobt Adams. With Frontispiece and Plans of 
Battles. Two toIs., Grown 8yo., cloth, price 16s. 

OCEAN AND HER RULERS: A Narrative 

of the Nations which have from the Earliest Ages held Dominion 
oyer the Sea, comprising a Brief History of Navigation from 
the Remotest Periods up to the Present Time. By Alfred 
Elwss. With 16 Illustrations by W. W. Mat. 9». 

MASTERPIECES OF ANTIQUE ART. 

From the celebrated collections In the Vatican, the Louvre, 
and the British Museum. By Stephen Thompson, Twenty-five 
Examples in Permanent Photography. Super-Royal Quarto. 
Elegantly bound, price £2 28. 

WORKS BY JOHN TIMBS, F.S.A. 

Kotabilia, or Cubious and amqsino Facts about Many TmNos. 
Explained and Ulustrated by John Times, F.S.A. Post 8vo, 6f. 

Ancestral Stories and Traditions of Great Families. Illustrative 
of English History. With Frontispiece. Post 8vo., price la, 6d. 

Strange Stories of the Animal World. A Book of Curious Con- 
tributions to Natural History. Illustrations by Zwecker. 
Second Edition. Post 8vo, gilt edges, price 6«. 

The Day Dreams of a Sleepless Han: being a series of Papers 

contributed to ihe Standard, by F. I. Scudamorb, O.B. 3s. 6d, 
Mission from Cape Coast Castle to Ashantee. With a 

Descriptitb Account op that Ejnqdom. By the late T, 

Edwabd Bowdich, Esq. With preface by his daughter, 

Mrs. Hale. With map of the route to Coomassie. Bs, 
Joan of Arc and the Tjmes op Chables the Seventh. By Mrs. 

Brat, Author of " Life of Stothard," etc. Post Svo, price 7«. 6d, 
The Good St. Lonis and His Times. By Mrs. Bbay. With 

Portrait. Post Svo, price 7«. 6c?. 
Sagas from the Far East, or Kalmouk and Mongolian Tales. 

With Historical Preface and Explanatory Notes by the Author 

of ** Patrafias," etc. Post Svo, price 95. 
The Vicar of Wakefield; a Tale by Oliver GoLDSiaTH. With 

Illustrations by John Absolon. Ss. 6d. cloth ; I0«. 6d. morocco 

antique. 

POETEY. 
The Golden Queen: a Tale of Love, War, and Magic. By Edwabd 

A. Sloane. Cloth, gilt edges, 69. ; or plain edges, 5«. 
Ambition's Dream. A Poem in two ptttes. Fcap. Svo, 2«. 6d. 
Poems. By E. L. Floter. Fcap. Svo, price 2». Sd 
The Seasons ; a Poem by the Rev. 0. Raymond, LL.B. Fcap. Svo, 

with Four Illustrations. Price 2«. 6d, 
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MSW AND POPULAB W0BK8 



FASHIONABLE WORK FOR LADIER 

Onwel Work. Fifto^v Designs in Bold and Gonyentional Character, 
•apable of being qnickly and easily worked. With complete 
mstruetions. By Zxta, author of ** Ladies Work and How to 
Sell it," and including Patterns for Counterpanes, Bed 
Haogings, Curtains^ Furniture Coyers, Chimney-piece Borders, 
Table Covers, Ac, cc. Demy. In an Enyelope, price 2«. 6d, 

Swigiii for Churoh Embroidery and Crewel Work, from Old 
Examples. A Set of Eighteen Sheets containing upwards of 
Sixty Patterns, with descriptive letterpress, collected and 
arranged by Miss E. S. Habtshobkb. In a cloth caso, 5«. 

HANDBOOKS FOR EVERY HOUSEHOLD. 

Popular Lectures on Plain and Eigh-olasf Cookery. By a former 
Stafif Teacher of the National Training School of Cookery. 
Cloth U. 6d. 

The Art of Washing; Clothes, Personal, and House. By Mrs. 
A. A. Stbangb Butson, Cloth, price Is, dcL 

Ambulaaee Leotures: or, What to do in cases of Accidents or 
Sudden Illness. By Lionel A. Weatheblt, M.D., Lecturer 
to the Ambulance Department, Order of St. John of Jerusalem 
in England. With numerous Illustrations. 9th Thousand. 
Cloth, thoroughly revised, price 1*. 

Lectures on Domestie Hygiene and Home Knrsing. By Lionbl 
A. Weathbblt, M.D., Member of the Koyal College of 
Surgeons of England; Fellow of the Obstetrical Society of 
London, &c. Illustrated. Cloth, limp. Is. 



Directions for Knitting Jerseys and Vests, with scale for various 
sizes. By M. C. G. Work especially suitable for elderly 
Ladies or Invalids. Dedicated by kind permission to Her 
Grace the Duchess of Marlborough. Sewed, 6d. 

Individual Exertion. A Christmas Call to Action. By the Author 
of ** Our Homeless Poor." New Edition. Price 6cL 

Dreamland Painting. By Seuna Ltte. Sewed, 2d. 



NEW FIOTIOK 
WorthleflB laurels. By Emilt Cabbington. Three vols., 31«. 6d 
Louis; OB, Doomed to the Cloisteb. A Tale of Religious Life 

in the time of Louis XIV. Founded on Fact. By M. J. Hope. 

Dedicated by permission to Dean Stanley. Three vols., 3I«. 6d. 
Tried by Fire. By Feanois Cabb, Author of ** Left Alone," &c. 

Three vols., 31*. 6dL 
For a Dream's Sake. By Mrs. Hebbebt Mabtin, Author of 

" Bonnie Lesley," &c. Two vols, crown 8vo, cloth, 21«. 
The Secret of the Sands; or, The Wateb Lilt and heb Cbbw. 

A Nautical Novel. By Harbt Colungwood. Two vols. 

crown 8vo, cloth, gilt tops, price 125. 
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STORIES FOR DAUGHTERS AT HOME. 
Clothf price Bs. 

Kind Hetrtf. By Mrs. J. F. B. Fibth, Author of " Sylvia's New 
Home/' Ac. With Frontispiece. 

Very OentMl. By the Author of " Mrs. Jerziingham*8 Journal." 

Stephen the Schoolmaster. A Stost without Plot. By Mrs. 
Gblue (M. £. B.) 

My Sisttfr's Keeper ; a Stobt von Girlb. In one toL By Laura 
M. liASTE, Anthor of <' Gentleman YerBchoyle/' &c. With 
a Preface by Mrs. Townbsnd, President of the Girls' Friendly 
Society. 

My Mother's Diamonds. By Mabia J. Grsbr. With a Frontispiece 
by A. LuDOYid. 

*' Bonnie Lesley.** By Mrs. Hbrbebt Martut, Anthor of ** Cast 
Adrift/' &Q, Wi& Frontispiece by Miss 0. Patebson. 

Left Alone ; or, the Fortunes ov Phillis Maitland. By Francis 
Carr, Author of '*Not Lancelot, nor another/' &c. 



St. Kicolas Eve and other Tales. By Mart 0. Rowsbll. 
Crown 8vo. Price 7*. 6d. 

Fifty Tears in Sandbonme. A Skbtoh. By Cecilia Lushington 
Fcap. 8to., cloth, 1«. Bd, 



STANESBY'S ILLUMINATED GIFT BOOKS. 

Every page richly printed in Gold and Colours, 

The Bridal SouTenir. New Edition, with a Portrait of the 
Princess Royal. Elegantly bound in white morocco, price 2l8. 
" A splendid specimen of decorative art, and well suited for a bridal gift." 

The Birth-Day Sonvenir. A Book of Thoughts on Life and 
Immortality. Price 12«. Sd. cloth } 18s. morocco antique. 

Light for the Path of Life; from the Holy Scriptures. Small 
4to, price 12s. cloth ; 15«. calf, gilt edges ; I85. morocco antique. 

The Wisdom of Solomon ; from the Book of Proverbs. Small 4tO| 
price 14«. cloth elegant ; ISs. calf ; 21^. morocco antique. 

The Floral Gift. Price 14s. cloth elegant ; 21s, morocco extnk 

Shakespeare's Honsehold Words. With a Photograph from the 
Monxmient at Stratford-on-Avon. New and Cheaper Edition, 
Price Gs. cloth elegant ; 10s. 6d. morocco antique. 

Aphorisms of the Wise and Good. With a Photographic Portrait of 
Milton. Price 6s. cloth elegant; 10s. 6d morocco antique. 



8 NEW AMD POPULAR WOBKS 

BIRTHDAY BOOKS. 
The Book of Bamembraneo for eyery Day in the Year. With 
blank space for recording Birthdays, Weddings, &c. &c. Beau- 
tifnlly printed in red and black. Imp. d2mo, prices from 
2s, upwards. Or with photographs, from 55. 

*^* May dbo be had in various leather Biitdings, 

The Ohnrohman's Daily Bamembnuieer. With Poetical Selections 

for the Ohristian Year, with GaJendar and Table of Lessons of 

the I^glish Church, for the use of both Clergy and Laity. 

. Oloth elegant, price 2s, ; or with photographs, cloth elegant, 4^. 

*«* May abo be had in various leather Bindings, 

The Anniversary Text Book of Scripture Verse and Sacred Song 
for Every Day in the Year. Cloth, Is, ; or gilt edges, Is, 6dL 
*4i* May aiso be had in various leather Bindings, 

The Birthday Book of Quotations and Autograph Album. 
Extracts in Ihiglish, French, and German, chiefly from 
standard authors. WithjGalendar, Ornamental Borders for 
Photographs, Album for Translations, and Chosen Mottoes. 
Extra cloth and gilt, price 10s. 6dL 

The Chuxchmans Altar Manual and Guide to Holy Communion, 

together with the Collects, Epistles, and Gospels, and a Selec- 
tion of Appropriate Hymns. Printed at the University Press, 
Oxford, with Borders and Rubrics in Red. Cloth, 2s, 

May be had in various Leather Bindings — Price List on 
application. Also with eight Photographs^ 

A CONFiBHATiON Cabd is Presented with each copy of the Book. 

The object of the compiler has been to provide for communicants a 
Guide to the Blessed Sacrament, as complete, and at the same time as 
simple and concise as possible. 

The chief characteoiistic of the Mannal is that it contains the entire 
Office for Holy Oommnnion, including the Collects, Epistles, and Gospels, 
together wil^ a suitable collection of Hynms ; this completeness, obviating 
as it does the necessity for using several books, will, it is hoped, be found 
very conyenient in these days, when the celebration of the Holy Commu- 
nion as a separate service has become very general. 

On the Wings of a Dove, or Thb Live of ▲ Soul : An allegory. 
Illustrated by Sisteb E. — 0. S. J. B. Clewbb. Demy 16mo., 
with eight Illustrations. Cloth, \s, Qd, 

St. Alban'e Diocesan Calendar and County Hand-Book, 1881. 

Fourth issue. Published by the authority of the Lord Bishop 
of the Diocese. Sewed Is. 
Emblems of Christian Life. Illustrated by W. Habbt Rogebs, 
in One Hundred Original Designs, from the Writings of the 
Fathers, Old English Poets, &c. Printed by Whittingham, with 
Borders and Initials in Red. Square 8yo, price 10s, Od, cloth 
elegant, gilt edges ; 21s, Turkey morocco antique. 
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Biihop XaB'i Approaoh to the Holy Altar. With an AddroBS to 
Yonng Commmiicanta. Limp cloth, Sd, ; superior cloth, red 
edges, la ; with Photographs 2s, extra. 

%* May cUto be had in various leather Bindings, 
*•* Clergymen wiahiog to introduce this Manual can have specimen 
copy, with prioes for qtiantitits, post free for six stamps, on application. 
Daaeoneisei in the Chnroh of England. A Short Essay on the 
Older as existing in the Primitive Church, and on their present 
position and work. Revised hy the Very Reverend the Dean 
of Chester. Witii a Prefatory Note by His Grace the Abch- 
BISHOP of Cantebbubt. Post 8vo., Cloth, price \s, 6dL 
Conilnnation; or Called, and Chosen, and FalthM. By the 
Author of ** The Gospel in the Church's Seasons " series. Wilii 
a Preface by The Very Reverend the Dban op Chestbb. 
Fcap. 8vo, cloth \s, 

A cheaper edition for distribution^ price 9d. 
An ninminated Certiflcate of Confirmation and First Commu- 
nion. Price 2d. 
A Hew " In Hemoriam " Card. Printed in silver or gold. Price 2d, 
^*^ A reduction made on taking a quantity of the 

above cards. 



NEW BOOKS FOR CHILDREN. 

Grandpapa's Verses and Pietnres ; or, Natural History in Play. 
By. T. P. M. With 28 Illustrations by R. H. Moobb. Cloth, 
elegant Price, 6s. 6d, 

The Union Jaek ; Vol. I. A Magazine of healthy stirring Tales of 
Adventure by Land and Sea for boys. Edited, the first 
portion by the late W. H. G. Kingston, the second by 
G. A. Hbntt. Copiously IHustrated. Cloth elegant, price 6s. 

Hndge and her Chicks. A Story of Children's Home Doings. 
By a Bbothbb and Sistbb. With Fifteen Illustrations. Cloth 
price, Ss, 6<L 

Himpo's Tronbles. By Ouvb Thobnb Mnj.KR, Author of <' Little 
Folks in Feather and Fur/* Illustrated by Mabt HallogK 
and Sol. Ettinob. Cloth, Ss. 6d. 

Two Rose Trees. The Adventures of Twin Sisters. By Mrs. 
MiNinB DonoLAS. With Sixteen XUustrations. Cloth, 2«. 6dl 

Hilda and her Doll. By E. C. Phillips, Author of << Bunchy," 
'<The Orphans," &c. With Fourteen Illustrations. Qoth, 2s, 6d. 

The Honse on the Bridge, and other Tales. By C. E. Bowbn, 
Author of ''Among the Brigands," &g. With Thirteen Illus- 
trations by A. H. Collins. Crown 8vo, price 28, Qd, 

A Baring Voyage across the Atlantic, by two Americans, the 
Brothers Andbews, in a Small Boat, " The Nautilus." The Log 
of the Voyage by Captain William A. Andbbws. With Intro- 
duction and Notes by Dr. Macaulat, Editor of the *' Boy's Own 
Paper." Illustrations. Crown 8vo, cloth, price 2s, 6d, 
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NEW AND POPULAR WORKS 



Ten Shillings and Sixpence each, cloth elegant. 



Oolden Threadi from an Aneiant Loom; Iku Nibekngenlied 
adapted to the nse of Young Readers. By Ltdia Hands. 
Demcated by permisaion to Thovab Carltlb. With Fourteen 
Wood Engrayings by J. Schhobb, of Carolsfeld. Royal 4to. 

Ohild Lifb in Japan and Japanaia Ghild Stories. By M. Chaplin 

Atbton. With Seven fall-page IllustrationB, drawn and 

engraved by Japanese artists, and many smaller ones. Quarto, 

Cloth elegant. 

" People who give it kwbj are likely to be tempted to buy a new copy to 
keep."— Safurtfay JReview, 



Seven Shillings and Sixpence each, cloth elegant. 

The Tonng Bnglors : A Tale of the Peninsular War. By O. A. 
Hentt, Author of *'Out on the Pampas," &g. With Eight 
full-page pictures and numerous plans of Battles. 

The Hon of the Backwoods ; or, Stories and Sketches of the Indians 
and the Indian Fighters. By Aboott R. Hope, author of 
*< Heroes of Young America," &c. Thirty-three Illustrations. 



Six Shillings each, cloth elegant, with Illustrations, 

Kingston's (W. H. 0.) Will Weatherhelm : on, the Yarn of an 
Old Sailob about his Eablt Life and Adventubes. 

The Missing Ship, ob Notes fbom the Log of the 
** Ouzel Galley." 

The Three Admirals, and the Adyentubes of theib 
Young Followebs. 

The Three Lieutenants ; or, Natal Life in the Nine- 
teenth Centuby. 

The Three Commanders ; or, Acnre Sebticb Afloat 
IN MoDEBN Times. 

The Three Midshipmen. New Edition, with 24 Illus- 
trations by G. Thomas, Pobtch, etc. 

Hurricane Hurry, or The Adyentubes of a Naval 
Officeb dubino the Amebican Wab of Independence. 

True Blue ; or, The Life and Adventures of a British 
Seaman of the Old School. 

CO Maiden and otheb Stobies. By Hans Chbistian Andebsen. 
39 Illustrations by Zweckeb. 4to, Gilt edges. 

Journey to the Centre of the Earth. Authorized Translation. 
From tho French of Jules Vebne. With 63 Illustrations. 
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Six Shiiiinffn each — continued. 

86T«B StoriM about Old FoUn and Tovng Onea. By A. R. Hora. 

(Not illuBtrated.) 

The Bird and Inieeta' Pott OAoo. By Robbht Blooxfield. 
IlluBtrated with Thirty-five Illustrations. Crown 4to. (Or 
paper boards, chromo sides, Si. 6d.) 

Little Maida. Rhymes with niastrations by Mrs. W, Eexp. 
Quarto, gilt edges. 

The Books marked * may he had with bevelled hoards^ gilt edges^ 

price la, G<L 



Five Shillings each, cloth elegant; or Five Shillings and 
Sixpence, gilt edges. Illustrated by eminent Artists, 

Chnmi: A Story for the Tovngsten, of Schoolboy life and 
AdYenture. By Harleiqh Ssvebnb. 

Early Start in life (The). By Emilia Marbtat Nobbu. 

Gentleman Cadet (The) : His Cabeeb and Adventures at the Rotal 
Academy, Woolwich. By Lieut-Colonel Dbatbon. 

Gerald and Harry, or The Bots in the Nobth. By Emilia 
Mabbtat Nobbu. 

Hair-Breadth Eaeapei, or The Adventures of Thbxe Bots in 
South Afbica. By the Rev. H. C. Adams. 

Heroes of the Cmsadea. By Babbara Hutton. 

Home Life in the Highlands. By Lillils Gbaeme. 

Household Stories from the land of Hofer, or Populab Mtthb 
OF Ttbol, includino the Rose Gabden of Kino Labyn. 

Kingston's (W. H. G.) John Deane of Nottingham, His Advbn- 

TUBES AND EXPLOITS. 

„ Bival Cmsoes (The). {Or bevelled beards, gilt edges, 6s.) 

Out on the Pampas, or The Young Settlebs. By G. A. Henty. 

Patraiias, or Spanish Stobies, Leoendary and Traditional. 
By the Author of ** Household Stories." 

Swift and Sure, or The Career of Two Brothers. By A. Elwbs. 

Tales of the Saracens. By Babbara Hutton. 

Tales of the White Cockade. By Babbaba Hutton. 

Workman and Soldier. A Tale of Pabib Life durinq thr 
Siboe and the Rxtle of the Commune. By James F. Cobb 
(or bevelled boards, gilt edges, 6s.) 
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Five Shillings eachj cloth, Illustrated, gilt edges. 

SlwM* (A.) Luke Aihlaigl!, or School Life in Holland. 

,, Paul BlAke, or A Bot*8 Pehilb in Cobsica and Monte 
Gbuio. 
Heptnne'i EaroM, or, Thb Sea Kinos of England, from Hawkins 

TO Fbanklin. By W. H. Dayenfobt Adams. 

Ttlkf about Plants , or Hablt Lessons in Botany. By Mrs. 
Lankbsteb. With Six Coloured Plates and numerous Wood 
Engravings. 

A UNIFORM SERIES OF FIVE SHILLING VOLS. 
Square Crown 8t*o, gilt edges. 

The Day of Wonders ; A Medley of Sense and Nonsense. By 
M. SuLLiYAN. 80 lUustrations by W. G. Browne. 

Harty the Wanderer; or, Conductt is Fate. A Tale by Farleigh 
Owen. 28 Illustrations by John Proctor. 

A Wayside Posy. Gathered for Girls. By F. Lablache. 
15 Illustrations by A. H. Collins. 



Price Five Shillings each, cloth elegant, Illustrated. 

Extraordinary Nursery Bhymes ; New, yet Old. Translated from 
the Original Jingle into Comic Verse by One who was once a 
Child. 60 Illustrations. Small 4to. 

Favourite Picture Book (The) and Nursery Companion. Com- 
piled anew by Uncle Charlie. With 450 Illustrations by 
Absolon, Anelay, Bennett, Browne (Phiz), Sir John Gilbert, 
T. Landseer, Leech, Prodt, Harrison Weir, and others. 
Medium 4to, cloth elegant (or coloured Illustrations, 10«. 6dl) 

•^* This may also be had in Two Vols., cloth, price 3*., or coloured 
Illustrations, Bs. ; also in Four parts, in paper boards, fancy 
wrapper, price Is, each, or coloured Illustrations, 2s, each. 

Little Gipsy (The). By Elie Sauyage. Translated by Anna 
Blackwell. Profusely Illustrated by Ernest Frolich. Small 
4to, (or, extra cloth, gilt edges, 6s,) 

Vorstone; or, Rifts in the Clouds. By M. E. Hatterslby. 

Merry Songs for Little Voices. Words by Mrs. Broderip. Music 
by Thomas Murby. With 40 Illustrations. Fcap 4to. 

Stories firom the Old and New Testaments. By the Rey. B. H. 
Draper. With 48 Engravings. 

Trimmer's History of the Robins. Written for the Instruction of 
Children on their treatment of Animals. With 24 Illus- 
trations by Harrison Weir. Small 4to, gilt edges. 
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Four Shillings and Sixpence each, chth elegant, with 
Illustrations ; or with gilt edges, ds. 

Alda Oraham; and her brother Philip. By E. Mabbtat Nobbib. 
*' Buttoni.*' Thb Tbials and Tbayels of a Young Gentlbican. 

By AsoOTT B. Hopb. 
Catimir, the Little Exile. By Cabolinb Piaohey. 
Comertown Chronicles. Nbw Legends of Old Lobe wbittbn 

FOB THE TOUNG. By KATHLEEN EnoZ. 

Favourite Fables in Prose and Verse. With 24 beautiful Illus- 
trations from Drawings by Habbison Weib. Small 4to. 
Fiery CroM (The), ob the yow of Montbose. By Babbaba Hutton. 

Xandarin's Daughter (The) : A Stobt of the Gbeat Taefing 
Rebeluon. By Samuel Mobsman. 

Modem British Plutarch (The), or Liyes of Men Distinguished 

IN THE BEOENT HI8T0BY OF OUB COUNTBY FOB THEIB TaLENTS, 
ViBTUES, AND ACHIEYEMENTS. By W. 0. TAYLOB, LL.D. 

Oak Staircase (The), or The Stobies of Lobd and Lady Desmond 
a Narratiye of the Times of James II. By M. and G. Lee. 

Boyal Umbrella (The). By Ma job A. F. P. Harcourt, Author of 
"The Shakespeare Argosy," Ac, &c. "With 4 full-page Illus- 
trations by LiNLEY Samboubne. 

Silver Linings: or, Light and Shade. By Mrs. Reginald M. 
Bbay. 

Tales and Legends of Saxony and Lnsatia. By W. Westall. 

Theodora : a Tale for Girls. By Emilia Mabryatt Nobbis. 

Zipporah, the Jewish Haiden. By M. E. Bewsheb. 



Three Shillings and Sixpence plain ; or coloured plates and 

gilt edges, Four Shillings and Sixpence, Super Boyal 

16mo, cloth elegant, mth Illustrations, 

Aunt Jenny*i American Pets. By Catherine C. Hofley. 
Broderip (Mrs.) Crosspatch, the Cricket, and the Counterpane, 

„ Tales of the Toys. Told by Themselves. 

„ Tiny Tadpole, and other Tales. 
Cousin Triz, and heb Welcome Tales. By Geobgiana Cbaik. 
Cosmorama : the Mannebs and Customs of all Nations of the 

WOBLD DESCBIBED. By J. ASPIN. 

Distant Homes, or The Gbaham Family in New Zealand. By 
Mrs. T. E. Aylmeb. 

Early Days of English Princes. By Mrs. Russell Gray. 



14 NEW AKD POPULAB WORKS 



Three Shillings and Sixpence each — continued. 
SohoM of an Old Ball. By the Hon. Augusta Bbthell. 
TmU to Corroot Fanoioi, or Shobt Nabbatitbs of Rekabkabub 

Worn. 
Fftiry Land, or Recreation for the Rising Generation, in Prose 

and Verse. By Thomas and Jane Hood. Illustrated by T. 

Hood, Jon. 

Feathers and Fairies, or Stories from the Realms of Fanct. 
By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Oarden (The), or Frederick's Monthly Instructtion for the 
Management and Formation of a Flower Garden. With 
niostrations by Sowerbt. 6s, coloured, 

' Hacoo the Dwarf, or The Tower on the Mountain, and other 
Tales. By Ladt Lushington. 

Happy Home (The), or. The Children at the Red House. By 
Ladt Lushington. 

Helen in Switierland. By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 

Lightsome and the Little Golden Lady. Written and niustrated 

by 0. H. Bennett. Twenty- four Engravings. 
Hnrsery Times, or Stories about the Little Ones. By an Old 

NURSEk 

Peep at the Pizies, (A), or Legends or the West. By Mrs. Brat. 

Seven Birthdajrs (The), or The Children of Fortui«b. By 
Kathleen Knox. 

Starlight Stories, told to Bright Etes and Listening Ears. 
By Fanny Lablache. 

Stories of Edward and his Little Friends. 

Tales of Hagie and Meaning. Written and Illustrated by Alfred 
Crowquill. 



Three Shillings and Sixpence plain, cloth elegant, with 
Illustrations by eminent Artists, or with gilt edges^ price 4«. 

Cast Adrift, the Story of a Waif. By Mrs. Herbert Martin. 

Castles and their Heroes. By Barbara Hutton. 

Clement's Trial and Victory, or Sowing and Reaping. By 
M. E. B. (Mrs. Gellib). Third Thousand. 

College Bays at Oxford. By the Rev. C. H. Adams. 

Faggots for the Fireside, or Tales of Fact and Fancy. By 
P£Tbr Parley. 

Oreat and Small ; Scenes in the Life of Children. Translated 
from the French by Miss Harribt Poole. 61 Illustrations. 



» 
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Thru Shillings and Sixpence each — continued. 

Brej Towers ; or Auirr Hetty's Will. By M. M. Pollabd. 

Isabars Difflisiiltiasy or Lioht oiv the Daily Path. By M. R. Cabby. 

Joaehim's Speetaoles : A Lboend of Flobbnthal. By M. & C. Lbb. 

Kingston's (W. H. 0.) Fred Xarkham in Bussia, or, Thb Boy 
Tbaybllebs in thb Land of thb Czab. 

„ Xanoo the PemYian Chief. 

„ Xark Seaworth; a Tale of the Indian Ocean. 

„ Peter the Whaler; his Eably Lifb and Adventubbs 
IN THB Abctic Regions. 

, , Salt Water, or Neil D'Abcy's Sea Lifb and Adyentubbs. 

Lea (Mrs.) Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Animals. 

„ Anecdotes of the Habits and Instincts of Birds, Beptiles, 
and Fishes. 

AdYontnres in Australia, or The Wandbbings of Captain 
Spenceb in thb Bush and the Wilds. 

,, The African Wanderers, or Cablos and Antonio. 

Little May's Friends, or Countby Pets and Pastimes. By 
Annie Whittem. 

Millicent and Her Consins. By the Hon. Augusta Bethell. 
Mndge and Her Chicks : A Story of Children's Home Doings. By 
a Bbothbb and Sisteb. 

ft 

Hew 0irl (The), or The Riyals ; a Tale of School Life. By 
M. £. B. (Mrs. Gellie). 

Himpo's Troubles. By Olive' Thobne Milleb, Author of ''Little 
Folks in Feather and Fur." 

North Pole (The) ; and How Chablie Wilson Discovebed it. By 
the Author of " Realms of the Ice King," &c. 

Out Old Uncle's Home; and what the Boys did thebe. By 
Mother Cabby. 

Queen Bora: The Life and Lbssons of a Littlb Gibl. By 
Kathleen EInox. 

Bosamond Fane, or the Pbisonebs of St. James. By M. and C. 
Lbb. 

Talent in Tatters, or some yici8Sii:uDES in the Life of an 
English Boy. By Hope Wbaythb. 

The Triumphs of Steam, or Stories fbom the Liyes of Watt, 
Abkwbight, and Stephenson. 

The Whispers of a Shell, or Stobibs of thb Sea. By Fbances 
Faeeung Bbodbbip. 



16 NEW AND POPULAR WORKS 



Three ShilUnga and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, Illustrated, 

Aflumg the Zulu. By Libct.-Gol. Dratsok. Cloth, gilt edges. 

AttraetiTa Picture Book (TIlo). A New Gift Book from the Old 
Comer, containing nnmerous Illastrations by eminent Artists. 

Bound in Elegant Paper Boards^ Royal Ato, price Za. 6d. each 
plain f 7«. Gd. coloured; lOs, 6d, mounted on cloth and coloured, 
BerxiM and Bloiiomi: a Verse Book for Tonng People. By T. 
Wbbtwood. 

Bible nimtratloiis, or A Descsiptiok of Manners and Customs 
PBOuiJAB TO THE £a8T. By the Rot. B. H. Draper. Reyised 
by Dr. Kitto. 

The Bird and Inseots* Post Office. By Robert Bloohfield, Author 
of "Rural Tales." etc Illustrated with Thirty-five Wood 
Engravings. Crown 4to, paper boards, with Chromo side, (or 
cloth elegant, 6s.) 

British History Briefly Told (The), and a description of the 
Ancient Customs, Sports, and Pastimes of the Engush. 

ToTir Seasons (The) ; A Short Account of the Structure of Plants, 
being Four Lectures written for the Working Men's Institute, 
Paris. With Illustrations. Imperial 16mo. 

Family Bible Newly Opened (The); with Uncle Goodwin's 
AooouNT of rr. By Jeffreys Taylor. Fcap. 8vo. 

Glimpses of Vatiire, and Objects of Interest described during 
A Visit to the Isle of Wight. By Mrs. Loudon. Forty- 
one Illustrations. 

History of the Robins (The). By Mrs. Trimmer. In Words of 
One Syllable. Edited by the Rev. Charles Swete, M.A. 

Historical Acting Charades, or Amusements for Winter Evenings. 
By the Author of " Cat and Dog," etc. Fcap. 8vo. 

Infant Amusements, or How to make a Nursery Happy. With 
Practical Hints on the Moral and Physical Training of Children. 
By W. H. G. Kingston. 

Little Hargaret's Ride to the Isle of Wight ; or, The Wonderful 
Rocking Horse. By Mrs. Frederick Brown. With Eight 
Illustrations in chromo-lithography, by Helen S. Tatham. 
Crown 4to. Cloth. 

Man's Boot (The), and other Stories in words of One Sylijlble. 
Illustrations by Harrison Weir. 4to, gilt edges. 

The Mine, or Subterranean Wonders. An Account of the Opera- 
tions of the Miner and the Products of his Labours. 

Modem Sphinx (The). A Collection of Enigmas, Charades, Re- 
buses, Double and Triple Acrostics, Anagrams, Logogriphs,^ 
Metagrams, Verbal Puzzles, Conundrums, etc. Fcap. 8vo. 
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Three Shillings and Sixpence each — continued, 

Sunbetm : a Fairy Tale, fiy Mrs, Pibtzkbr. 

Sylvia'i Vvw Home, a Story for the Young. By Mrs. J. F. B. 

FiBTH. 

Taking Talai. Edited by W. H. G. Kingston. In Plain Language 
and Large Type. New Edition. Two toIs. 

May also be had in 4 vols, U, 6d. each ; and 12 parts, Sd, and id, each. 



Three Shillings and Sixpence plain ; Five Shillings coloured. 



Bear King (The) : a Narrative confided to the Marines by Jaubs 
Gbebnwood. With lUostrations by Ebnest Griset. Small 4to. 

Tamiliar Natural History. By Mrs. R. Leb. With 42 Illustra- 
tions by HiJUtiaoN Weib. 

*4* Also in Two Vols., entitled <* British Animals and Birds,'' 
<< Foreign Animals and Birds." Is. each, plain ; 2s. 6d, coloured. 

Old Hnne'i Book of Bhymes, Jingles, and Ditties. Illustrated 
by C. H. Bennett. Ninety Engrayings. 



Three Shillings, or gilt edges, Three and Sixpence. 

Oar Soldiers, or Anecdotbs of the Campaigns and Gallant 
Deeds of the Bbitish Abmt during the Reign of Her 
Majbstt Quebn Victoria. By W. H. G. Kingston. With 
Frontispiece. New and Revised Edition. Eighth Thousand. 

Our Sailors, or Anecdotes of the Engagements and Gallant 
Debds of the British Nayy. With Frontispiece. New 
and Revised Edition. Eighth Thousand. 

The Favourite Pietnre Book and Hnrsery Companion. Compiled 
anew by Unclb Charub. With 450 Illustrations by eminent 
artists. In Two Vols., Cloth elegant (or coloured Ulustrations, 
price Bs.) 

May also be had in the following styles. One Vol., Cloth, 55., or 
coloured Illustrations, gilt, 10s. Gd. Four Parts, paper covers, 
Is. each, or coloured Illustrations^ 2s, each. 

Fmits of Enterprise, ezhibitbd in the Traybls of Belzoni in 
Egtft and Nubia. With Six Engravings by Birket Foster. 
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NEW AND FOPULAB WOBKS 



Two Shillmga and Sixpence plain, Super Royal l^mo^ 
cloth ekgantf with Illustrations by Harrison Weir 

and others. 

AdTanturei and Sxperienoai of Biddy Dorking and of fho Fat 
Frog. Edited by Mrs. S. C. Hall. 

Amy*! Wish, and What Came of It. By Mrs. Ttleb. 

Animal! and their Social Poweri. By Mabt TuKNSB-AimBEWBS. 

Cat and Dog, or Mbmohub of Pcss and the Caftain. 

Crib and Fly : a Tale of Two Terriers. 

Doll and Her Friends (The), or Memoibs of the Lady Sebafhina. 
By the Author of ** Cat and Dog." 

Early Dawn (The), or Stobibs to think about. 

Every Inch a King, or The Stobt of Rex and his Fbiends. By 

Mrs. J. WOBTHINOTON BUBS. 

Fairy Gifts, or A Wallet of Wondebs. By Kathleen Knox. 

Fiumy Fables for Little Folks. 

Fan and Earnest, or Rhtmeb with Reason. By D'Abct W. 
Thohpson. Illustrated by C. H. Bennett. Imperial 16mo. 

Oerty and Hay. Eighth Thousand. 

3y the same Author, 

Granny's Story Box. New Edition. With 20 Engravings. 



Children of the Parsonage. 
Our White Violet. 



Sunny Days, ob A Month at 
the Gbeat Stowe. 



The Hew Baby. 



Jack Frost and Betty Snow ; with other Tales for Wintry Nights 
and Rainy Days. 

Lost in the Jangle; A Tale of the Indian Mutint. By 
Augusta Mabbtat. 

Hadelon. By Estheb Cabb. 

Veptane: or The Autobiogbapht of a Newfoundland Doe. 

Vorris (Emilia Mabbtat.) A Week by Themselves. 

JBi/ the same AiUhor, 

Adrift on the Sea. Snowed Up. 

Geoffiry's Great Fault. Stolen Cherries. 

Seaside Home. What became of Tommy. 
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Two Shillings and Sixpence each — continued, 

Odd Stories about Animali : told in Short and Easy Words. 

Our Home in the Manh Land, or Days of Auld Iiahq Stvb. 
By K L. F. 

Scripture Hietoriei for Little Children. With Sixteen Illustrations 
by John Gilbert. 

(Contents : — The History of Joseph — History of Moses— History 
of oar Savioor — The Miracles of Christ. 

Sold separately 6d. each, plain ; Is, coloured. 

Seeret of Wrezford (The), or Stella Desmond's Seobbt. By 
Esther Casjl 

Talei firom Catland. Dedicated to the Young Kittens of England. 

By an Old Tabby. Seyenth Thousand. 
Talking Bird (The), or The Little Qirl who knew what was 

going to happen. By M. and E. Ktrby. 

Ten of Them, or The Ghildben of Danehurst. By Mrs. R. M. 
Bray. 

** Those Unlucky Twins ! '* By A. Lyster. 

Tiny Stories for Tiny Readers in Tiny Words. 

Tittle Tattle ; and other Stories for Children. By the Author of 
« Little Tales for Tiny Tots," etc. 

Trottie*s Story Book : True Tales in Short Words and Large 
Type. 

Tuppy, or The Autobiography op a Donkey. 

Wandering Blindfold, or A Boy's Troubles. By Mary Albert. 



Two Shillings and Siaypmce, with Illustrations^ chih 
elegant, or with gilt edges, Three Shillings, 

Adventures of Kwei, the Chinese Girl. By M. E. B. (Mrs. Gellie). 
Davenport's (Urs.) Our Birthdays, and How to Improve Them. 

„ „ The Holidays Abroad, or Right at Last. 

WilUam Allair, or Running away to Sea. By Mrs. H. Wood. 



Two Shillings and Sixpence each, Illustrated. 

Among the Zulus : the Adventures of Hans Sterk, South African 
Hunter and Pioneer. By Lieut.-Colonel A. W. Drayson, R.A* 

Boy's Own Toy Maker (The) : a Practical Illastrated Guide to the 
useful employment of Leisure Hours. By E. Landells. 200 
Illustrations. 
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Two Shillings and Sixpence each'^continuecL 

Tba Cmiia of UlysMi and Hib Han; or, Tales and AdYentures 
from the Odyssey, for Boys and Girls. By C. M. Bell. With 
Se^en Illustrations by P. Psiolo. Fcap. 8yo. 

OirFs Own Toy Haker (Tha), akd Book of Reobbation. By £. 

and A. Lakdells. With 200 Illustrations. 
Tba Ouesti of Flowari : A Botanical Sketch. By Mrs. Meetkebkb. 

With Prefatory Letter by Dr. Thxodosb Eerneb. Cloth, 

small 4to. 
Littla Child's Fabla Book. Arranged Progressively in One, T^o 

and Three Syllables. IGPagelllus. (is. 6<l, coloured, gilt edges,) 

Littla Pilgrim (Tha). Beyised and Illustrated by Helek Pstbib. 

Hodel Taohta, and Modal Tacht Sailing: How to Build, Rio 
AND Sail a Self-actino Model Yacht. By Jab. E. Walton 
V.M.'Y.C. Fcap. 4to, with 68 Woodcuts. 

Silly Fetar : A Quees Stort of a Daft Bot, a Pbince, and a 
Milleb'b Dauohteb. By W. Nobbis. 

Spring Tima; or. Words in Season. A Book for Girls. By 
Sidney Cox. Third Edition. 



A NEW UNIFORM SERIES OF HALF-CROWN BOOKS. 

Cloth elegant, fully Illustrated, 

African Pets : or, Chats about oub Animal Fbiends in Natal. 
With a Sketch of EIaffib Life. By F. Clinton Pabby. 

Bunchy : or, The Childben of Scabsbbook Fabm. By Miss E. C. 
PmLLipg, Author of <* The Orphans,** &c. 

A Baring Voyage acrois tha Atlantic, by Two Americans, the 
Brothers Andbewb, in a small Boat, ike Nawtilus. The Log 
of the Voyage by Captain William A. Andbewb, with Intro- 
duction and Notes by Dr. Macaulay, Editor of the Boy's Oum 
Paper, 

Hilda and Her Boll. By E. C. Phillips, Author of "Bunchy,** &c. 

The EouBa on tha Bridge, and other Tales. By C. E. Bowen, 

Author of " Among the Brigands,** &g, 

Kitty and Bo : or, Thb Stoby of a Veby Little Gibl and Boy. 
By A. T. With Frontispiece. 

On tha Leads : or. What thb Planets Saw. By Mrs. A. A. 
Stbange Butson. 

Two BoBe Trees: The Adventures of Twin Sisters. By Mrs. 
Minnie Douglas. 

Ways and Tricks of Animals, with Stobies about Aunt Maby*s 
Pets. By Maby Hoopeb. 
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COMICAL PICTURE BOOKS. 

Two Shillings and Sixpence each, Coloured Plates, 

fancy boards. 

^gMffTii Stmwwolpetar (The) : or Pkettt Stobhss and FuNifr 

PiOTUBBS FOR Lhtlb CHILDREN. After the celebrated German 

Work, Dr. Hbdirigu HoFFMAim. Twenty-sixth Edition. 

Twenty-four pages of Slostrations (or mounted on linen, 55.) 
Funny Picture Book (The); or 25 Fuvkt Little Lessons. A 

£ree Translation from tiie German of *'Der Eleine, A.6.C. 

ScHiiTZ." 
Lorei of Tom Tneker and Little Bo-?eep. Written and Illus- 

trated by Thomas Hood. 
Spectropia, or Surprisino Spectral Illusions, showing Ghosts 

everywhere, and of any colour. By J. H. Brown. 

Upside Down : a Series of Amusing Pictures from Sketches by the 
late W. McCoNNELi^ with Verses by Thomas Hood. 

Two Shillings, cloth elegant^ with Illustrations^ or with 
coloured plates, gilt edges, Three Shillings. 

Fanny and Her Mamma, or, East Lessons for Children. 

Good in Eyerything, or The Earlt History of Gileert 

Harland. By Mrs. Barwell. 
Little Lessons for Little Learners, in Words of One Syllable. By 

Mrs. Barwell. 
Mamma's Bible Stories, for Her Little Boys and Girls. 

Mamma's Bible Stories (A Sequel to). 

Mamma's LesMns, for her Little Boys and Girls. 

Silver Swan (The) ; a Fairy Tale. By Madame de Chatelain. 

Tales of School Life. By Aones Loudon. 

Wonders of Home, in Ileven Stories (The). By Grandfather 
Grey. 

■ ■ ■ ■■ ■ » ■ .11 — ■> 

Two Shillings each. 

Confessions of a Lost Bog (The). Reported by her Mistress, 

I^L4NCES Power Cobbb. With a Photograph of the Dog irom 

Life, by Frank Haes. 
Home Amusements : a Choice Collection of Riddles, Charades, 

Conundrums, Parlour Games, and Forfeits. 
How to Make BolLs' Fnmiture and to Furnish a Doll's House. 

With 70 Illustrations. Small 4to. 
ninstrated Paper Model Maker. By E. Landells. 
Scenes of ATiimal Life and Character, from nature and 

Recollection. In Twenty Plates. By J, B. 4to, fancy boards. 
Surprising Adventures of the Clumsy Boy Crusoe (The). By 

Charles H. Ross. With Twenty-three Coloured Blusti-ations. 



22 NEW AKD F0PT7LAB WORKS 



UNIFORM IN SIZE AND STYLE. 
Price One Shilling and Sixpence each, cloth elegant, 

fully Illustrated, 

Angalo; or, Thb Pinb Forest in the Alps. By GESALDnra 
£. Jbwsbubt. 6th Thousand. 

Aunt Annette's Stories to Ada. £7 Annette A. Salaman. 

Brave Nelly; or, Weak Hands and a Willing Heabt. By 
H. E. B. (Mrs. Gellie). oth Thousand. 

Featherland; or, How the Birds Lived at Greenlawn. By 
G. M. Fenn. 4th Thousand. 

Humble life : a Tale of Humble Homes. By the Author of 
** (Jerty and May," Ac. 

Kingston's (W. E. 6.) Child of the Wreck : or, The Loss of 
the Rotal Geobge. 

Lee's (Mrs. B.) Playing at Settlers ; or, The Faggot House. 

Twelve Stories of the Sayings and Beings 

of Animals. 

Little Lisette, the Orphan of Alsace. By M.E.B. (Mrs. Gellie). 

Live Toys ; or, Anecdotes of our Four-Legged and other Pets. 
By Emma Davenport. 

Long Bvenings ; or, Stories for My Little Friends. By Emilia 
Marrtat. 

Three Wishes (The). By M.E.B. (Mrs. Gellie). 



NEW SERIES OF UNIFORM BOOKS AT 1«. 6rf. EACH. 

All Illustrated, Attractively bound in cloth, printed in red and gold. 

Adventures in Fanti-land. By Mrs. R. Lee, Author of << The 
African Wanderers," &c. 

Always Happy, or. Anecdotes of Felix and his Sister Serena. 
By a Mother. Twentieth Thousand. 

Child's Influence (A), or Kathleen and her Great Uncle. By 
Lisa Lockyer. 

Constance and Nellie ; or, the Lost Will. By Emma Davenport. 

Comer Cottage, and Its Inmates. By Frances Osborne. 

Father Time's Story Book for the Little Ones. By Kathleen Knox. 

From Feasant to Prince, or The Life of Alexander Menschi- 
KOFF. By Mrs. Pietzker. 

Granny's Wonderful Chair. By B. F. Browne. 

JBUippy Holidays : or, Brothers and Sisters at Home. By Emma 
Davenport. 
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One Shilling and Sixpence each — continued. 

Xingitoa (W. H. O.) The Heroic Wife ; or, Thb Adybntdsbs of 

▲ Familt on the Banks or tbm Amazon. 
Lttcy't Campaign : a Story of Adyenture. By Mabt and 

Gathebinb Lee. 

My Orandmotlier'i Budget of Stobibs and Ybbbbs. By Mrs. 
Bbodbbip. 

Price One Shilling and Sixpence each, 

Eyery-Bay Things, or Useful Knowledge rbspectino the pbin- 
dPAL Animal, Veoetablb, anb Mineral Substanoes in 

OOMMON USB. 

Little Boebnck (The), from the German. Blustrated by Losson. 

Fancy boards (28. coloured). 
Taking Tales. Edited by W. H. G. Kingston. In Plain Language 
and large Type. Four vols. 

May also be had in Two vols., 3«. 6<f. each ; and in 12 parts, 
paper covers, price Ad. each ; or cloth limp, 6<f. each. 
Trimmer's (Mrs.) New Testament Iiessons. With 40 Engravings. 



A NEW UNIFORM SERIES OF BOOKS AT Is. EACH. 
AU Illustrated, Attractiveli/ bound in chtk, printed in silver and gold. 

Alice and Beatrice. By Grandmamma. 

Among the Brigands, and other Tales of Adventure. By C. K 

BOWBN. 

Children's Picnic (The) : and What Came of rr. By E. Marrtat 

NORRIS. 

Christian Elliott: or Mrs. Danyer's Prize. By L. N. Comtn. 
Fourth Thousand. 

Discontented Children (The,) and how thet were Cured. By M. 
and E. Kirby. 

Grandmamma's BeUcSi and her Stories about them. By C. E. 

Bo WEN. 

Harry at School. A Story for Boys. By E. Marrtat Norris. 

Holiday Tales. By Florenoe Wilford. 

HoUdays among the Mountains, or Scenes and Stories of "Wales. 
By M. Bbtham Edwards. 

Julia Maitland, or, Pride goes before a Fall. By M. & E. Kirbt. 

Paul Howard's Captivity, and Why He Escaped. By £. 
Marrtat Norbis. 

Wrecked, Not Lost ; or, The Pilot and his Companion. By the 
Hon. Mrs. Ddndas. Fifth Thousand. 



24 NEW AND P0PT7LAB WOBKB 

THE FAVOUEITE LEBBAEY. 

New Editions of the Volumes in this Series are heing issued, and 
other Yolnmes by Popular Authors will be added. 

Cloth elegant^ with coloured Jrontispiece and title-page^ 

One Shilling each. 

1. The Eakdale Herd Boy. Bt Ladt Stoddabt. 

2. Xn. Leicester's School. Bt Ghables and Mart Lamb. 

3. The History of the Bobini. Br Mrs. Trimmer. 

4. Memoir of Bob, The Spotted Terrier. 

5. Keeper's TrsYols in Search of His Master. 

6. The Scottish Orphans. Bt Ladt Stoddart. 

7. KoYor Wrong ; or, the Young Disputant ; & It was only in Fun. 

8. The Life and Perambulations of a Mouse. 

9. The Son of a Genins. Bt Mrs. Hofland. 

10. The Daughter of a Oenius. Bt Mrs. Hofland. 

11. Ellen, the Teacher. Bt Mrs. Hofland. 

12. Theodore; or The Crusaders. Bt Mrs. Hofland. 

13. Bight and Wrong. By the Author of '* Alwats Hafft." 

14. Hwry's Holiday. Bt Jeffbrts Tatlor. 

15. Short Poems and Hymns for Children. 



Price One Shilling each. 

The Picturesque Primer. Paper Boards. 

Fragments of Knowledge for Little Folk. Paper Boards. 

Easy Beading for Little Beaders. Paper Boards 

The Kursery Companion. Paper Boards. 

These Four Volumes contain about 450 pictures. Koch one beina 
complete in itself, and bound in an attractive paper cover, in boaras 
(also with coloured Illustraiions, 2^.), or in Two Vols., doth, 3«., or 
coloured lUustrationSj 5«. 

The Four Volumes bound together form the " Favourite Picture Book,** 
bound tft cbthf price 5«., or coloured Illustrations, gilt edges, 10«. 6dL 

Australian Babes in the Wood (The) : a True Story told in Rhyme 
for the Toung. Price Is, boards, 1«. M, cloth, gilt edges. 

Cowslip (The). Fully Illnstrated cloth, Is. plain; Is. 6d. coloured, 
Daisy (The). Fully Illustrated cloth. Is. plain : Is. 6d. coloured. 

Dame Fartlett*s Farm. An Account of the Riches she obtained 
BT Industet, d;c. Coloured XUustrations, sewed. 

Female Christian Kames, astd their Teachinos. A Gift Book for 
Girls. By Mart E. Brohfield. Cloth, gilt edges 

Oolden Words for Children, from the Book of Life. In English, 
French, and German. A set of niuminated Cards in Packet. 
Or bound in 'cloth interleaved, price 2s. 6d. gilt edges. 
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One Shilling each — continued, 

Ooody Two ShoM : or Thb Hutort of Littlb Mabobbt Mban- 
WILL IN Rhtmb. Fully Illiiatrated, doth. 

Hand Bhadowi, to be thrown upon the Wall. Novel and amusing 
figures formed by the hand. By Hbnxt Bubsill. New and 
cheaper Edition. Twelfth Thousand. Two Series in one. 
(Or coloured Illustrations, Is. 6d) 

Headlong Career (The) and Woeftd Endixig of Precooious Piggy* 
By Thomas Hood. Illustrated by his Son. Printed in colours. 
Faney wrapper, 4to. (Or mounted on cloth, untearable, 25.) 

Johnny Miller ; or Tbhth and Pbbseybrancb. By Felix Wbiss. 

Kino LiYOi of a Cat (The) : a Tale of Wonder. Written and Illus- 
trated by C. H. Bbnnett. 24 Coloured Engraving, sewed. 

Peter Piper. Pbaotioal Pbinciplbs of Plain and Pebfbot Pbo- 
NUNdAnoN. Coloured Illustrations, sewed. 

Plaiting Piotnrei. A Notel Pastime by which Childbbn can 

OONSTBUOT AND BEOONSTBUCI FICrUBBS FOB TEtEMSELYES. Four 

Series in Fancy Coloured Wrappers. Oblong 4to. 

Firat iSsriet.— Javenile Party— Zoological Gardens— The Gleaner. 
Second aerU».~-Bitd^ Pio-nlo— Cats' Concert— Three Bears. 
Third AbHm.— Blind Man's BuC— Children in the Wood— Snow Man. 
Fourth Seriet. — Grandfather's Birthday— Gymnasiiun— Playroom. 

PrimroiO Pilgrimage (The) : a Woodland Story. By M. Bethah 
Edwabdb. Illustrated by Maoquoid. Sewed. 

Bhymee and Pietnrei aboijt Bbbad, Tea, Suoab, Cotton, Coals, 
AND Gold. By William Newman. Seventy-two Illustrations. 
Price Is, plain ; 2s, ^d, coloured. 

*^* Each Subject may be had separately. 6(f. plain ; Is. coloured. 

Short and Simple Prayers, with Hymns for the ITie of 
Children. By the Autiior of ** ^amina*s Bible Stories." Six- 
teenth Thousand. Cloth. 

Whittington and his Cat. Coloured Illustrations, sewed. 

Tonng Yoealist (The). A Collection of Twelve Songs, each with 
an Accompaniment for the Pianoforte. By Mrs. Mounset 
Babtholomew. New and Cheaper Edition. (Or bound in 
cloth, price 25.) 



DURABLE NURSERY BOOKS. 
Mounted on cloth with coloured plates, One Shilling each, 
1. Cock Robin. | 8. Dame Tbot and heb Cat. 

2. COUBTBHIP OF JeNNT WbBN. | 4. HOUBB THAT JaGK BuILT. 

Puss IN Boots. 
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NEW AND POPULAB WOBKB 



JPrice Sixpence each^ Plain ; One Shilling^ coloured. 

TLLVVTRATED BT HABSISON WBIR AND JOHN GILBERT. 



Itt Series. 
2nd Series. 



1, Britiah AnlnuOs. 

3. Britisli Aalmsli. 
8. Britisli Birds. 

4. ForsifB AnImriSi 

5. ToniffB Awimsls 

6. Porein Birds. 

7. The Psim tad its Seeaes. 



1st Series. 
Sod 



18. igfc*^!^ ef Christ. 



8. The di^ttitiaff Sislery ef JehA 

Gilpin. 

9. The Pes4NMVs Heme sad Batter- 

fly's BslL 

10. Eistorj of Joseph. 

11. Histoid of Xoses. 

12. Life of oar BAvioar. 



KIs HsoM WM Hero. 



Price U.f sewed. 

By the same Author. 



Bow I beesBM a OerenMss. SrdEdit. 

28. oloth ; 28. 6d. nit edges. 
Ky Pretty Pass. With Frontispiece. 

Price 6d. 



The Orateftil Bpanow : aTmeStory. 

Fifth Edition. Price 6d. 
The AdTsataxes ef 

Price 8d. 



a Batterfly. 



The Here that Foand his Way Home Price 6d. 

WOEKS FOE DISTRIBUTION. 



A Womsa's Seoret lor, How to XAxa 
HoxkHapft. Thirty-third Thott- 
Band. 18mo, price 6d. 



By the same Author, uniform in sise 
and price. 

Womsa's Work; or, How shs cav 
Hbi^tbxSick. 19th Thousand. 

A Ghapter of Aoddents; or, Tbs 
MoTRxa's Absibtant in Casks 
OF Burns, Scalds, Cuts, &c. 
Ninth Thousand. 



Pay to-day, Trust to-morrow; il- 
lustrating the Evils of the Tally 
System. Ser^ith Thousand. 

Hnrsery Work ; or, Hannah Baker's 
First Place. Fifth Thousand. 



The Oook and tiie Boetor: or. Cheap 

Bbcifes and Useful Remedies. 

Selected from the first three hooks. 

Price 2<l. 
Home Bii&oulties. A Few Words on 

the Servant Question. 4d, 
FsmUy Prayers for Ckittsge Homes. 

Price 27. 



Price 9dL eachf elegantly bound in Paper Boards, with Covers 

in ChromoUthography, 

THE TINY NATUEAL HI8T0EY SEEIES 

OF STORY BOOKS ABOUT ANIMALS FOR LITTLE READERS. 

ALL PBOFUSELT ILLUSTRATED BT THB BB8T AKTISTS. 

Especially adapted for Sunday School Prizes and Rewards. • In one way or 

another, the books either impart knowledge about Animals or inculcate the 

desirableness of treating them with kindness. 



little Heme's Bird Cage. Br Mrs. 

R. Lex, Author of "The Afriosn 

Wanderers," &c. 
The Tiny Henagerie. ByMrs.R.LES, 

Author of "The African Wan- 
derers," &c 
The Dog PostBum. By the Author of 

" Odd Stories." 
The IQsohievoos Monkey. By the 

Author of "Odd Stories." 
Lily's Letters from the Fsna. By 

Mart Hooper, Author of " Ways 

and Tricks of Animals.** 
Our Dog Prin. By Mart Hooper, 

Aupior of " Ways and Tricks of 



Little Heddie's Henagerie. By Mrs. 

R. Lee, Author of " The African 

Wanderers." &c. 
Frolicsome IVisk and his Friends. 

By the Author of "Trottie's 

Story Book." 
Wise Birds and Olsver D<^. By the 

Author of "Tuppy," "Tiny 

Stories," &a 
Artful Pusi^. By the Author of " Odd 

Stories/ &c. 
The Pet Pony. By the Author of 

« Trottie's Story Book." 
Bow Wow Bobby. By the Author of 

" Tuppy," " Odd Stories," fro. 



The above 12 vols, in Cardboard Box with Picture Top, price 9«. 
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In 12 Parts, cloth limp, fancy binding, with Chromo on side. 
Price 6c/. each, or paper covers, id. each, 

TAKING TALES. 

Edited by W. H. O. EnrosTOir. Fully illustrated. 

N,B. — Each TaU is Illustrated and complete in itself. 

1. Thft MQkr of EiUbnok : a Bvkal 7. Life oa the Gout; or thje Littlb 

Talk. Fishsr Oisl. 

i. Tem TrMnaa, a Sailor in a t, AdTeatniei of Twe OiplMuu ia 

S. jgffif 1 Halo sad Ua TiuaUy ia f . X*^ Dayi oa Board a Xaa-of- 

war. 

10. Walter, the FouadUaf : a Talk or 
Oldrm Tivks. 

11. The Taaanta of Baaayiide Farm. 
U« Holmwood: or, tbk Nbw Zka- 

LAND SbTTLBR. 



4. Joha AmatroBf , tbr Soldirr. 
6. Joaeph Kadge, tbr Avbtralxam 

Shrpbbrd. 
8. Life Vadergroaad ; oR Dick, tbr 

COLLIRRT BOT. 

N.B. — May also be had in 4 vols. Is, Gd, each, and 2 vols, Ss, 6d, each, 

OUB BOYS' LITTLE LIBRARY. 

PICrXTBES AND BEADING FOB LITTLE FOLK. 

A Series of Twelve elegant little volumes in Paper Boards, with 

attractive Covers in Chroinolithography, price id each; or in cloth 

extra, price Od, each. The 12 vols, in a Box with Fancy Lid, price 

is. and 6«. Every page is Jliustrated. 

They are especially suited for Sunday School Prizes and Bewards. 

1. Papa's Pretty Gift Book. 

5. Xamauk's Pretty Oiffc Book. 

3. Veddy'sPietare Story Book. 

4. Stories for Play Time. 

6. The Ohristmaa Gift Book. 
6. The Prise Pioture Book. 

OUB GIRLS' LITTLE LIBRARY. 

PICTUBES AND BEADING FOB LITTLE FOLK. 

A Series of Twelve elegant little volumes in Paper Boards^ with 

attractive (Covers in Chromolithography, price id, each ; or in cloth 

extra, price Qd. each. The 12 vols, in Box with Fancy Lid, price 

As, and 6s. Every page is Illustrated. 

They are especially suited for Sunday School Frizes and Bewards. 



7. Little Tommy's Story Book. 

8. Brifht Pioture Pages. 

9. lU Little Boy's Story Book. 

10. ^Hiat Santa Claoa gave me. 

11. Tiny Stories for Tiny Boys. 
18. Little Boy Blue's Pioture Book. 



1. JTellie's Picture Stories. 

8. Stories and Pictures for Little 

TronUesome. 
8. Little Txotabonfs Pioture Stories. 

4. Birdie's Scrap Book. 

5. Stories for Little Curly Looks. 

6 Bright Pioturea for Boguish Eyes. 



7. Daisy's Pioture Album. 

8. Wee-Wee Stories for Wee-Wee 

Girls. 

9. Vfy's Little Story Book. 

10. Gipsy's Favourite Oompaaioa. 

11. Hy Owa Story Book. 

12. Prett> Pef s Gift Book. 



28 EDUCATIONAL WORKS 

SPECIAL SUBJECT READING BOOKS. 
HISTOBT A8 A CLASS SUBJECT. 



History Header. Part L British History from B.C. 65 to a.d. 1066. 
Arranged in Forty Sections. By H. Major, B.A., B Sc. 
For Standard II. in Elementary Schools, and Juniors in Public 
and Private Schools. Uniform with Mr. Blakiston's " Glimpses 
of the Globe." Cloth limp, price Is. 

Britannia : a Collection of the Principal Passages in Latin Anthers 
that refer to this Island, with Vocabulary and Notes. By 
T. S. Catzer. Illustrated with a Map and 29 Woodcuts. 
Crown 8vo. Price 8*. 6d 

True Stories from Ancient History, chronologically arranged from 
the Creation of the World to the Death of Charlemagne. 
12mo., 58, cloth, 

Mrs. Trimmer's Concise History of England, revised and brought 
down to the present time. By Mrs. Milner. With Portraits 
of the Sovereigns. 5^. cloth. 

Bhymes of Boyalty : the History of England in Verse, from the 
Norman Conquest to the reign of VicrroRiA ; with a summary 
of the leading events in each reign. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. cloth. 



GEOGEAPHY. 



Pictorial Oeognraphy for the Instruction of Toung Children. 
Price Is, 6d. ; mounted on rollers, Ss, 6d, 

Oaultier's Familiar Geography. With a concise Treatise on the 
Artificial Sphere, and two coloured Maps, illustrative of the 
principal Geographical Terms. 16mo, Ss, cloth. 

Butler's Outline Haps, and Key, or Geografhigal and Biogra- 
phical Exercises ; with a set of Coloured Outline Maps,degigned 
for the use of Young Persons. By the late William Butler. 
Enlarged by the Author's Son, J. 0. Butler. Revised 4s. 
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SPECIAL NOTICE. ' 

J. E. BLAKISTON'S &BO&EAPHICAL EBABING BOOKS 

have, after a oareful examination by experts, been accepted by the 
School Boards for Birmingham, Leicester, Leeds, Derby, &c. 

Early Glimpses, introductory to Glimpses of the Globe. By J. R. 
Blakiston. It is intended to bridge over the gap between the 
Object Lessons of Infant Classes and the Elementary Geography 
of more advanced Classes, and to assist Teachers in training 
children to habits of observation and inquiry, the first chapters 
being arranged with a view to implant a taste for physical the 
later for commercial, geography. 

Glimpses of the Olobe, for Standard I. By J. R. Blakiston, M.A. 
New, Enlarged, and Revised Editions. A First Geographical 
Reading Book, in 40 Chapters, suited for 80 Lessons. 156 pp. Is. 

Glimpses of England, for Standard II. By J. R. Blakiston, M. A. 
New, Enlarged, and Revised Editions. A Geographical Reading 
Book in 40 Chaptei*8, suited for 80 Lessons. 156 pp., cloth. Is. 

Glimpses of the British Empire, for Standards IV., V., and VI. 
By J. R. Blakiston, M.A. A First Geographical Reading 
Book in 66 Sections. Cloth, Is. 6d 

Glimpses of the World. For the Second and Third Years' Reading 
Lessons. Cloth 28, Qd, 



GEAMMAE, &c. 

A Compendious Grammar, and Philological Hand-Book of thb 
English Language, for the use of Schools and Candidates for 
the Army and Civil Service Examinations. By J. G. Colqu- 
HOUN, Esq., Barrister-at-Law. Fcap. 8vo. Cloth, 2«. 6c?. 

Darnell, G. Grammar made Intelligible to Children. Being 
a Series of short and simple Rules, with ample Explanations of 
Every Diflficulty, and copious Exercises for Parsing ; in Lan- 
guage adapted to the comprehension of very Young Students. 
New and Revised Edition. Cloth, 1». 

Darnell, G. Introdnction to English Grammar. Price M, 
Being the first &2 pages of ** Grammar made Intelligible." 

Darnell, T. Parsing Simplified : an Introduction and Companion 
to all Grammars; consisting of Short and Easy Rules, with 
Parsing Lessons to each. Price Is. cloth. 

LoYechilds, Mrs. The Child's Grammar. 50th Edition. M. cloth. 

A Word to the Wise, or Hints on thb Cusrent Impbofbieties 

OF EXFRESSION IN WRITING AND SPEAKING. By ParBT 

GwYNNE. 16th Thousand. 6(f. sewed ; or \s, cloth, gilt edges. 
Harry Hawkins's H'^ook; showing how he learned to aspirate 

his H'S' Eighth Thousand. Sewed, price Qd. 
The Letter H, Fast, Present, and Future. Rules for the Silent 

H, based on Contemporary Usage, and an Appeal in behalf of 

WH. By Alpked Leach. Cloth limp, fcap. 8vo. 1». 
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QRAUMABr-contimied. 

Prinee of Walei'i Primer (The). With 340 Ulustrations by 
J. QiuiEBT. Price Qd. 

Tropie|d Beading Books. Intended for use in the West Indies 
and elsewhere ; written at the request of the Right Rev. 
Bishop Coustbnat, late Bishop of Kingston, Jamaica. By 
E. G. Phillips. Profusely Blustrated. In Paper Boards, with 
attractive Wrapper. Book L, price dd. Book II., price, I«. ; 
Book m., price Is. 

Darnell, O. Short and Certain Bead to Beading. Being a Series of 
East Lessons in which the Alphabet is so divided as to enable 
the Child to read many pages of Familiar Phrases before he has 
learned half the letters. Cloth, 6cC ; or in Foot parts, paper 
covers, l^dL each. 

Sheet Lessons. Being Extracts from the above, printed in very 
large, bold type. Price, for the Set of Six Sheets, Gd; or 
neatly mounted on boards, 3s. 

ARITHMETIO and ALGEBRA. 

DameU, O. Arithmetic made Intelligible to Children. Being 
a Series of Qraduallt Advangino Exercises, intended to 
employ the reason rather than the Memory of the Pupil ; with 
ample Explanations of Every Difficulty, in Language adapted 
to the comprehension of very young Students. Cloth, Is. 6d. 

♦«♦ This work may be had in Three parts — Part L, price 6d, 
Part II., price 9d. Part IIL, price 6d. A KEY to Parts II. 
and III., price I*. (Part I. does not require a Key.) 

Cayzer, T. S. One Thousand Arithmetical Tests, or The 
Examiner's Assistant. Specially adapted, by a novel arrange- 
ment of the subject, for Examination Purposes, but also suited 
for general use in Schools. With a complete set of Examples 
and Models of Work. Price Is. 6d, 

Key with Solntions of all the Examples in the One Thousand 
Arithmetical Tests. 4«. 6d. cloth. The Answers only, Is, 6d, 

One Thousand Algebraical Tests ; on the same plan. 8vo, price 
2s. ed. cloth. 

Answers to the Algebraical Tests, price 28. Qd. cloth. 

Theory and Praetiee of the Metric System of Weights and 
Measures. By Prof. Leone Levi, F.S.A., F.S.S. Sewed Is. 

Essentials of Geometry, Plane and Solid (The), as taught in Ger- 
many and France By J. R. Morell. Numerous Diagrams, 
2s., cloth. 

Artisan Cookery and How to Teach it. By a Pupil of the 
National Training School for Cookery, South Kensington. 
Sewed, price 6rf. 
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HEEDLEWOBSL 

o tlis Sohool BoArd for 

:o Szamlna Kaedlework, whetlier 
> AsaociatioiiB, or Iiooal UanngerB, 
to nhich JB added Skeleton DemoDEtration Leeaoiu to be aeed 
with Oie Demonstration FromeB, and » QloBsary of terms nsod 
ia the Needlework required from the scholan in pubUo ele- 
mentarr schooti. Price 2i. 

NEEDLEWORK SEKOVST&ATIOIT SHEETS 

Exhibit b; Diagrams and Descriptions, the Formation of Stitebes in 
Elemsntarj Needlework. The size of the Sheets is 30 x 23 ioches. 

Price 9i each; or, moonlod on rollers and varnished, 25. 0d. 
Wbit BtUnli tat Frilli and Btocking'Wi^ti Stiiiih t Uett 



Stltlhiu '. 1 tt Sttting m Gitieu or '-Stocit 

jnttonHda _. 1 ,. ine EnDiting or Seedinz 

HihnnMi'iBtitdi for BnU- rEnt'liah Ueth«l) 1 „ 

lacXati _ 1 „ Ennta. abortcning Knot!, 

VmiBMttBt 1 ,, Sli[i Knnti& jDuicgKncita 1 „ 

C|«ftliic*toiikiBtMiit«TlaI... 1 „ Btoi^kmg ShEet 1 „ 

Iha Dauoiutntioii Fraaw for Class Teaching, with Special Needle 

and Gord. Price oomplete, 7(. Bd. 
puis Ksedltwnik amuifed in Biz Staad&idi, with Hints for 
the Management of Classes, and Appendix on SimnltaneoDB 
Teaching. Twentieth Thousanl Price 6d, 
Plain Eaittii^ and Ksnding amingad in Bix Standard*, with 

20 Diagnuni. Thirtesntit Thousand. Price 6d. 

Plain Catting Ont tbr Btandardi IT., V., and TI., as now repaired 

bj the QoTemment Educational Department. Adapted to the 

principles of Elementary Geometry. Sixth Thousand. Price Is. 

A let of the DiagraiOB referred to in the book may ba had separately, 

printed on stout paper and enclosed in an omelope. Price Is. 

•," Tkeie taorks are reconnneTided in tht puUiahed Code of the 

EdacatioJial D^artmenL 
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DARNELL'S 
COPY-BOOKS 

FOR BOARD, PRIVATE, & PUBLIC SCHOOLS. 

Adapted to the Grades of the New Educational Code. 

DABITELL'S LABGE POST COPY-BOOKS, 

16 Nos., 6d. eaob. 

The first ten of which have, on every alternate line, appropriate and carefoUy- 
written coi>ies in FencilHX)loured Ink, to be first written over and then imitated, 
the remaining numbers having Bladk Head-lines for imitation only, thb whols 

OKAPUALLT ADVAMCIMO FKOX A BIMPLS HTBOKB TO A SUPEKIOK SMALL HAID. 

DABNELL'S FOOLSCAP COPT-BOOES, 

24 Nos., oblonff, Sd. eacb, on the saine puui; 
or, BHperlor Paper, Uarble Covers, 4d. eacli. 

DAENELL'S UNIVERSAL COFT-BOOES, 

16 Nos., 2d. eacsli, on tlie same plan. 

ELEMENTARY FRENCH and GERMAN WORKS. 

L'Ab^e^dsire of Ereneh Fronimciation: A Manual for Teachers 
and Students. By G. Lefbevost, of Paris, Professor of 
Lang^iages. Crown 8vo., cloth, 28. 

Le Babillard : an Amusing Introduction to the French Language. 
By a Fbbnch Lady. Ninth Edition. 16 Plates. 2s, cloth. 

Lei Jeones KarrateurS) ou PExirg Comtes Mobauz. With a Key 
to the difiScult Words and Phrases. 3rd Edition. 2«. cloth. 

Pictorial French Ghramxnar (The). For the use of Children. By 
Mabin de la Voye. With 80 Illus. Royal 16mo, 1*. 6cf. cloth. 

Bowbotham'i New and Eaiy Method of Learning the French 

Genders. New Edition. 6ci. 

Bellenger'i French Word and Phrase Book ; containing a select 
Vocabulary and Dialogues. New Edition. Price Is, 



Der Schwatzer, or The Prattles. An Amusing Introduction to 
the German Language. Sixteen Illustrations. Price 2s, doth. 



GRIFFITH ^ FARRAN, 
WEST CORNER OF St. PAUL'S CHURCHYARD, LONDON. 

B. P. DUTTON AND CO., NEW TOBK. 
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